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TO 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

FREDERICK, 

PRINCE OF WALES. 



SIR» 

Though a prince is bom a patron, y^t a benevo^ 
lent expansion of his heart gives nobler title to the 
homage of the arts, than all the greatness of his power 
to propagate them^—'^There respect is, either way, si» 
much your Royal Highnesses unquestioned due, that 
he who asks your leave to offer such a duty, calls in 
question your prerogative, or means to sell his own 
acknowledgments. 

They have not marked, with penetration, the dis^ 
Unction of your spirit, who dare look upon you as inr 
closed against the access of sincerity. The judgmeni 
and humanity of princes are obscured by difficulties 
in approaching them. Nor can the benefactors of 
mankind be so far inconsistent with themselves, as to 
interpose the obstacles of distance, or cold ceremony, 
between their goodness, and our gratitude. 

Allow me, therefore, sir, the honour to present Al- 
aira to your patronage : disclaiming, for myself , qll 
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expectation of jour notice. It is just that I should 
give up my own small pretensions ; but Mr, de T^ol^ 
taire brings title to your Royal Highness* s regard. 
The merit of his work will recommend him to your 
judgment : and the noble justice he has done her ma' 
jesty*s distinguished character, in his French preface 
to this tragedy, (himself mean while aforeigner^ and 
writing in a foreign nation) will, perhaps, describe the 
glory of the son's partiality, in sense of reverence for 
the royal mother^ 



It were, indeed, some violation of respect and gra^ 
titude, not to devote Aliira to the hand that ho- 
noured her in public with an applause so warm and 
weighty, in her representation on the English theatre^ 
'^Here Mr, de f^oltaire enjoyed the triumph due to ' 
genius ; while his heroic characters ^t the sume time 
made evident the force of nature when it operates 
upon resembling qualities, ^r-^^lVhen tragedies are 
strong in sentiment, they will be touchstones to their 
hearers* hearts. The narrow and inhumane will be 
unattendve, or unmoved; while princely spirits, like 
your Royal Highness* s, (impelled hy their own cosif 
scious tendency) shew us an example in their gene- 
nerous sensibility, how great thoughts should he r»- 
ceitfed by those who can think greatly. 

Yet, in one strange circumstance, Alzira suffered 
by the honour ofyourapprobati4}n ; for while the ai^ 
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dience hung their eyes upon your Royal Highness* s 
discerning delicacy 9 their joy to see you warmed by, 
and applauding most, those sentiments which draw 
iheir force from love of pity, and of liberty, became 
the only passion they would feel; and thereby Ust 
sened their attention to the i/ery scenes they owed it 
to. 

' Can it be possible, after so important a public de* 
claration in honour of passion and sentiment, that this 
best use of the poet's art should any longer continue to 
languish under general neglect, or indifference ? — No, 
surely, sirl-^Your Royal Highness, but persisting to 
keep reason and nature in countenance at the theatres, 
will universally establish what you so generously and 
openly avow. For, if where men love they will 
imitate, your example must be copied by millions ; 
till the influence cf your attraction shall Itave planted 
your taste, and overspread three kingdoms wit/i lau- 
rels. 

It may at present, perhaps, be a fruitless, but it 
can never be an irrational, wish, that a theatre eu" 
tirely new, (if not rather the old ones new^modelled) 
profesxlng only what is serious and manly, and sa- 
cred to the interests of wisdom and virtue, might 
arise under some powerful and popular protection, 
such as that of your Royal Hi^hffess's distinguished 
aounl^nance I — To what probnblc lengths of imp jo ve* 
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ment would not such a sptir provoke genius / — Or, 
should it fail to do that, it would make manifest, 4Zt 
least, that rather wit is wanting than encouragement ; 
and that these opprobnous excrescencies of our stage, 
which, under the disguise of entertainments, hifue 
defamed and insulted a people, had a meaner dert- 
n>ation, than from the hope of delighting our princes* 

It has been a misfortune to poetry, in this nation, 
that it was too superciliously under-rated; and, to 
acknowledge truth on both sides, for the most part 
practised too lightly, — But by those who consider it 
according to the demands of its character, it will 
be found entitled, beyond many other arts, to the po- 
litical affection of princes : being more persuasi'ue 
in its nature than rftetoric ; and more comprehensive 
and animating than history. — For while history but 
waits on fortune with a little too servile a restriction, 
poetry corrects aud commands her .* — because rwitify^ 
ing the obliquity of natural events, by a more equi^ 
table formation of rational ones, the poet, as Lord 
Bacon 'vety finely and truly observes, instead ofcon* 
straining the mind to successes, adapts and calls out 
events to the measures of reason and virtue; main- 
taining Providence triumphant against the oppos^ 
tions of nature and accident. 

And still more to distinguish his superiority over 
the gay prose^fabrics of imagination, the poet, as a 
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reinforcement to his creati've ofivaclty of invention, 
supemdds the attraction of harmony; and then 
pours through the whole an irresistible fire of en- 
thusiasm, wherewith to raise and to gouem the 
passions. 

Dramatic poetry, in this bold purpose, acts with 
most immediate and manifest consequence ; because 
assembling together all that animates, inpites, or in- 
forces, it works with incredible influence upon the 
spirits and passions of a people, after they have been 

refined and induced to its relish,' It does this, in 

so confessed a degree, that our great philosopher 
abovenamed, undertaking in his De Augmentis Sci- 
entiarum professedly to consider its prevalence, beaw 
tifully calls it the bow of the mind;^ as if , to express 
it more clearly, he had said, the stage is an instru- 
ment in the hands of the poet, as capable of giving 
modulation and tone to the heart, a^ the bow to the 
'Violin in the hands of a musician. 

There is another advantage in poetry, which still 
further entitles it to the protection of princes, who are 
lovers, like your Royal Highness, of ages, which are 
only to hear of them. Other arts have some single 
and limited effect ; but the creations of poetry have 
a power to multiply their species in new and emulc^ 
tive successions of virtue and heroism ; the seeds, as 
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it were, of those passions which produce noble quaH^ 
$les, being sown in all poems of genius. 

If such desirable effects are now less common than 
anciently, it is only because sometimes tuneful empti" 
ness is mistaken for poetry; and sometimes calm, 
cold sense conveyed in unpassionate metre ; whereas 
poetry ha^ no element but passion : and therefore 
rhyme, turn, and measure, are but fruitless affecUM^ 
lions, where a spirit is not found that conveys the heat 
and enthusiasm* The poet, to say all in a wofd, 
9fho can be read without excitement of the most pas^ 
sionate emotions in the heart, having been busily loS' 
ing his pains, like a smith who would fashion cold 
iron : he has the regular return in the descent of the 
strokes, the insignificant jingle in the ring of the 
sound, and the hammering delight in the labour; but 

he has neither the penetration, the glow, nor the 
sparkling. 

When in some unbending moments your Royal 
Highness shall reflect, perhaps, on the most likely 
measures for diminishing our pretences to poetry, yet 
augmenting its essential growth, how kind would 
Heaven be to the legitimate friends of the muses, 
should it, at those times, whisper inyour ear, that no 
art ever flourished in monarchies till the favour of 
the court made it fashionable ! / 
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On my own part, I have little to say, wonh the 
honour of your Royal Highnesses notice; being no 
more than an humble solicitor for an event I hat^ 
nothing to hope front. Not that I presume to repre- 
tent myself as too stoical to feel the advantage ofdiS' 
tinction, I am only too busy to be disposed for pur- 
suing it: having renounced the world, without quit^ 
ting it ; that, standing aside in an uncrowded comer, 
J might escape being hurried along in the dust of the 
show, and quietly sec, and consider the whole as it 
passes; instead of acting a part in it; and that, per- 
haps, but a poor one^ 

In a situation so calm and untroubled, there arises 
a salutary habitude ^of supposing distinction to be 
lodged in the mind, and ambition in the use and 
command of the faculties. Such a choice may be si-- 
lent, but not inactive : nay, I am afraid, he who 
makes it, is but a concealed kind of Epicure, notwith- 
standing his pretences to forbearance and philosophy : ' 
for while he partakes, in full relish, all the naked en- 
joyments of life, he throws nothing of it away, but 
its false face and its prejudices. He takes care to live 
at peace in the very centre of malice and faction ; for, 
viewing greatness without hope, he views it also with- 
out envy. 

Upon tlie whole, though there may be a suspicion 
of something too selfish in this personal system of 
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liheny, U will free a nuin in a momernxfiom all those 
biaseing partialiliee which hang thar dead weight 
upon judgment; and leave him a* duimerested « 
epeetator of the 'virtues or -vices of eotemporary great' 
nets, as of that which history has transmitted to him 
from times he had nothing to do with. I am, then^ 
fore, sure, it is no flattery, when I congratulate your 
Royal Highness on the humane glories ofyourfutun 
rei'^n, and thank yon for a thousand blessings I e* 
pect not to partake of 

I am. 

With a profound respect. 

Your Royal Highness** 

Most obedient and 

Most humble servant, 

A. HILL 
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This is a translation from Voltaire, declamatory^ 
turgid and languid, in the general tone of the French 
theatre. Aaron Hill clearly possessed some dra- 
matic talent, and was a valuable man otherways, and 
yet I know not how it is, but this age discovers no 
anxiety after the performance of his plays. In the 
closet they are a suite of fine lessons of high senti- 
ment in swelling diction. 
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When some raw padd^ltr from the waded skore^ 

First dares the deepening stream, and ventures d'er^ 

Light on his floating cork the wave he sAims, 

And, wanton in his safety, thinks he swims. 

So shall Alzirasfame our faults proteQ, 

And from your censure screen each fear* d defeS. 

For should we aB, unskilled, the player's parts^ 

We a£i such Kenes as force us to your hearts* 

What floods of tears a neighbWing land saw flow. 
When a whole people wept Alzira^s woe I 
l^e loveliest eyes of France, in one pleas' d night, 
Twice charmed, renew"* d, and lengthened out delight % 
Twice charmed, reviewed the sad, the melting strain. 
Yet, hung insatiate, on the willing pain I 
Thrice thirty days, aU Paris sighed for sense! 
Tumblers stood still — and thought — in wit's defence 'y 
Ev^n power despotic felt, how wrongs can move \ 
And nobly wept for liberty and love. 
Can it be fear' d then, that our generous land. 
Where justice blooms, and reason holds command i 
This soil of science I where bold truth is taught. 
This seat of freedom, and this throne of thought j 
Can pour applause on foreign song and dance. 
Yet leave the praise of solid sense to France ; . 
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No — Tha^s impossible — Vm Britain's claim. 
To hold no second place in taste or fame, " 
In arts and arms alike viBorious Anotum, 
Whatever deserves her choice she makes her own. 
Nor let the conscious pozoer of English wit 
Less feel the force f because a Frenchman writ. 
Reason and sentiment ^ like air and ligkty 
Wherever foundy are Nature^s common right. 
Since the same sun gives northern climes their day^ 
After the east has first received its ray^ 
Why should our pride repel the muse's smile. 
Because it dawiCd not first upon our isle ? 
Fraternal art adopts each alien fame \ 
The wise and brave are every where the same* 
From hostile sentiments let discord fiow ; 
But they who think likefriendsy should have no foe. 



B 



DcatnatijB; J^vijsamu 



COVENT' GARDEN. 

saBSBaB 

Don CahloS) governor of Peru, fir the Spanitotis* 
Don Aly A^zzy fittber of Don Cwrhsyomd firmer govem^rm 
Z AMOR 9 Indian soveretgn of one part of the cotmtrfm 
EzMONTy Indian sovereign of another f»t* 

Alziba> daughter c/'Ezmont. 
Emir A 7 Alzira*i wo«ir». 

C£PHAMIa3 

Spanish and American eaptains and toUieru 
ScENEj In the city of lAmzm 




ALZIRA. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



Enter Don Alvarez and D§n Carlos, 

Alvarez* 
At length the council, partial to my prayer, 
Has to a son I love^ transferred my power. 
Carlos, rule happy } be a viceroy long ; 
Long for thy prince, and for thy God, maintain 
This younger, richer, lovelier, half the globe ; 
Too fruitful, heretofore, in wrongs and blood ; 
Crimes, the lamented growths of powerful gold I 
Safe to thy abler hand devolve, resign 'd. 
Those sovereign honours which oppressed my yearsy 
And dimm'd the feeble lamp of wasted age. 
Yet had it long, and not unuseful, flam*d. 
I first o'er wrond*ring ^exico in arms 
MarchM the new horrors of a world unknown ! 
1 stcer'd the floating towers of fearless Spain 
Through the plow'd bosom of an untried sea. 
Too liappy had my labours b^cn so blessM, 
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To change my brave associate's rugged souls. 
And soften stubborn heroes into men. 
Their cruelties, my son, eclipsM their glory : 
And I have wept a conqu*ror*s splendid shame. 
Whom Heaven not better made, and yet made g^eat. 
Wearied at length,- 1 reach my life's last verge ; 
Where I shall peaceful veil my eyes in rest ; 
If, ere they close, they but behold my Carlos 
Ruling Potosi's realm by Christian laws. 
And making gold more rich by gifts from Heav'n. 

D, Carlos. Taught and supported by your great 
example, 
I learnt beneath your eye to conquer realms, 
Which, by your counsels, I may learn to govern ; 
Giving those laws 1 first receive from you. 

Alv, Not so.— Divided power is power disarm'd. 
Outworn by labour, and decay'd by time. 
Pomp is no more my wish. £nough for me 
That, heard in council, age may temper rashness. 
Trust me, mankind but ill rewards the pains 

Of over-prompt ambition 'Tis now time 

To give my long-neglefled God those hours, 
Which close the languid period of my days. 
One only gift I ask ; refuse not that j 
As friend I ask it; and as father claim. 
Pardon those poor Americans, condemn'd 
For wand'ring hither, and this morning seiz*d. 
To my disposal give 'em kindly up. 
That liberty, unhop'd, may charm the more. 
A day like this should merit smiles from all ; 
And mercy, soft'ning justice, mark it bless'd. 
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D. Carlos. Sir, all that fathers ask^ they must com- 
mand i 
Yet condescend to recolledt how iar 
This pity, undcscrv'd, might hazard all. 
In infant towns like ours, methinks 'twere safe 
Not to familiarize these savage spies. 
If we accustom foes to look too near, 
We teach 'iem, at our cost, to slight those swords 
They" once flew trembling from, whene'er they saw. 
FrowDihg revenge, and awe of distant dread. 
Not smiling friendship, tames these sullen souls. 
The sour American, unbroke, and wild. 
Spurns with indignant rage, and bites his chain, 
Humble when punish'd ; if regarded, fierce. 
Power sickens by forbearance : rigid men, 
Who feel not pity's pangs, are best obeyed. 
Spanidrds, *tis true, are ruVd by honour's law. 
Submit unmurm'ring, and unforc'd go right. 
But other nations are impell'd by fear. 
And must be rein'd, and spurr'd, with hard control. 
TIw gods themselves in this ferocious clime. 
Till they look grim with blood, excite no dread. ' 

Alv» Away, my son, with these detested schemes I 
Peribh such politic reproach of rule ! 
Are we made captains in our Maker's cause. 
O'er these new Christians call'd to stretch his name. 
His peaceful name! and shall we, unprovoked. 
Bear murders, which our holy cheats presume 
To mispronounce his injured altar's due ? 
Shall we dispeople realms, and kill to save i 

Biij 
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Such if the friiits of Spain's religious care, 
I, from the distant bounds of our old world. 
Have to this new one stretch'd a Saviour's name^ 
To make it hateful to one half the globe. 
Because no mercy grac'd the other's zeal. 
No, my misguided Carlos, the broad eye 
Of one Creator takes in all mankind : 
His laws expand the heart ; and we, who thus 
Wou'd by destru^ition propagate belief, 
And mix with blood and gold religion's growth. 
Stamp in these Indians' honest breasts a scorn 
Of all we teach, from what they see we do. 
jD. Carlos. Yet the learned props of our unerring 
church, 
Whom zeal for saving souls deprives of rest. 
Taught my late youth, committed to their care, 
That ignorance, averse, must be compell'd. 

Alv> Our priests are all for vengeance, force, and 
fire: 
And only in his thunder a6t their God. 
Hence we seem thieves ; and what we seem we are. 
Spain has robb'd every growth of this new world. 
Even to its savage nature I — Vain, unjust. 
Proud, cruel, covetous, we, we alone 
Are the barbarians here ! — An Indian heart 
Equals, in courage, the most prompt of ours. 
But in simplicity of artless truth. 
And every honest native warmth, excels us. 
Had they, like us, been bloody ; had they not. 
By pity's power been mov'd, and virtue's love. 
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No son of mine had heard a fathel*, now 
Reprove his errmg- rashness. — Yoii forget, 
That when a pris'ner in these people^s hands, 
Gall'd and provok'd by cruelty and wrongs. 
While my brave folio w'rs fell on every side, 
Till I alone survived, some Indians knew me, 
Knew me, and suddenly pronounce my name. 
At once they threw their weapons to the ground. 
And a young savage chief, whom yet I know not, 
Graceful approach*d, and, kneeling, press*d my knees, 
Alvarez, is it you, he cry'd — Live long I 
Ours be your virtue, but not ours your blood ! 
Live, and instruct oppressors to be lov'd. 
Blessed be those tears, my son 1 — I think you weep. 
Joy to your soft*ning soul 1 Humanity 
Has power, in nature's right, beyond a father. 
But from what motive sprung this late decline 
From clemency of heart to new-born rigour ? 
Had you been always cruel, with what brow 
Cou^d you have hopM to charm the lov*d Alzira ? 
Heiress to realms, dispeopled by your sword 1 
And though your captive, yet your conqueror too. 
Trust me, — with women worth the being won. 
The softest lover ever best succeeds* 
Z). Carlos, Sir, I obey : your pleasure breaks, their 
chains ; 
Yet 'tis their duty to embrace our f^th :. 

So runs the king's command. To merit life, 

Qjiit they their idol worship, and be free. 
So thrives religion, and compels the blind $ 
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So draws our holy altar souls by force. 
Till opposition dies, and sleeps in peace; 
So links a govern*d world in faith^s strong chain ; 
And but one monarch serves, and but one God. 
~ Alv* Hear me, my son.—- That crown*d in this new 

world, 

Religion may ere£l her holy throne, 

Ts what, with ardent zeal, my soul desires ; 

Let Heaven and Spain find here no future foet 

Yet ne'er did persecution's offspring thrive : | 

For the forc'd heart, submitting, still resists, | 

Reason gains all men by compelling none. ' 

Mercy was always Heaven's distinguish'd mark; 

And he who bears it not, has no friend tliere, , 

D, Carlos. Your reasons, like your arms, are sure to I 

conquer. 

I 

I am instrufled and ennobled by tliem ! 
Indulgent virtue dwells in all you say, 
And softens, while you speak, the listening soul I 
Since Heaven has bless'd you whh this powerful gift> 
To breathe persuasion and uncharm resolves. 
Pronounce me favour'd, and you make me so. 
Warm my Alzira's coldness ; dry her tears ; 
And teach her to be mine.— I love tliat maid. 

Spite of my pride I blush at it but still love hcrl 

Yet will I ne'er, to sooth unyielding scorn. 

Unman the soldier in the lover's cause. 

I cannot stoop to fan a hopeless flame, 

And be in vain her slave.— You, sir, might aid me: 

You can do all things with Alzira's father. 
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Bid him command his daughter to be kind : 

Bid him — But whither would my love mislead me ! 

Forgive the blind presumption of a hope, 

That to my int'rest stoops my father's rank ; 

And sends him beggar to an Indian's door! 
Alv. 'Tis done already. 1 have urg'd it to liim. 

£zmont has mov'd his daughter in your cause. 

Wait the prepar'd event. Heaven has been kind ; 

Since these illustrious captives both are Christians ; 

Ezraont my convert, and his daughter his. 

Alzira governs a whole people's minds ; 

Each watchful Indian reads her studied eye, 
I And to her silent heart conforms his own. 

Your marriage shall unite two distant worlds : 

For when the stern repiner at our law 

Sees in your arms the daughter of his king. 

With humbler spirit, and with heart legs fierce, 
[ His willing neck shall court the yoke he scorn'd. 
, But look, where Ezmont comes I — Retire, my son ; 
I And leave me to complete the task begun. 

lExit D. Car. 

Enter Ezmont. 

Welcome, my friend ; your counsel, or command. 
Has left, I hope, Alzira well resolv'd. 

Ezm. Great father of the friendless ! — Pardon yet. 
If one, whose sword seem'd fatal to her race, 
Keeps her heart cold, with some remains of horror. 
We move with lingering steps to those we fear. 
But prejudice will fly before your voice, 
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Whose winning manners coasecnte your laws. 
To you who gave us lieav-'n, our eaith is due. 
Yours our new being, our ealighteo'd souJs ; 
Spain may hold realms hy fpurchase of her sword ; 
And worlds may yield to power—- but we to victue. 
Your bloody nation's unsucceeding pride 
Had made their God disgustful as their crimes t 
We saw him hateful in their murdVous zeal ; 
But lorM him in your mercy.— From your heart 
His influence stream'd accepted; and my crown. 
My daughter, and my soul, became your slaves. 
Father alike of Carlos and of me, 
I gave him my Alzira for your salce ; 
And with her all Potosi and Peru. i 

Summon the reverend choir ; prepare the riles 5 
And trust my promise for my daughter's will. 
Alv* Blcss'd be the long-wish*d sound l--*This great 
work past, 
I shall go down in peace, and hail my grave* 
Oh, thou great leader ! whose almighty hand 
Drew the dark veil aside that hid new worlds ; 
Smile on this union, which, confirm'd by thee. 
Shall in one empire grasp the circled globe. 
And task the sun*s whole round to measure Spaial 
Ezmont, farewell, — I go to greet my son, 
With welcome news, how much he owes my friend. 

Ezm. [Alone."] Thou, nameless Power, tmequail'd 
and alone t 
Whose dreadful vengeance overwhelm*d, at once^ 



My country, and her gods, too weak to save I 
ProteA my faiting years from new distress* 
Robb'd of my all : but this one daughter left me : 
Oh> goard her heart, and guide her to be bless'd I 

Enter Alzxaa. 

Jbu^ltnr, be happy, while good fortune courts thee $ 
And in thy blessing cheer thy country's hope* 
i Protedl the vanqoish'd : rule the ▼idlor's will j 
I Seize the bent thunder in his lifted hand; 
I And fronx despair's low scat^ vemouat a throne. 
I Lend the lov'd public thy reluctant heart } 
' And in the joy of millions find thy own. 
Nay, do not weep^ Alaira; tears will now 
Seem insults, and reproach thy father's care. 

AIm. Sir, my whole soul, devoted, feels your power. 
Yet, if Akira's peace was ever dear. 
Shut not your ear to my despairing grief; 
But, in my nuptials, read my certain doom. 

Ezm. Urge it no more : it is an iH-tim'd sorrow. 
Away 1 I had thy kind consent before. 

Alz. No,— you compelPd the frightful sacrifice : 
And, ah, remorseless Heaven I — at what a time t 
When the rats'd sword of this all-murd'ring lover 
Hangs o'er my peoples' head's with threatening sway, 
To strike the trembling remnant; from my sight. 
And mark my nuptial day a day of death t 
Omens on omens have prononnc'd it curs'd. 
Ezm, Quit these vain fears, these superstitiouc 
dreams 
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Of unconfiding ignorance I What day \ 

What omens \ — ^We ourselves^ who choose our a^ts. 

Make our own days, or happy, or accurs'd. 

Alz. 'Twas on this day, tlie pride of all our state, 
Zamor the great, the warlike Zamor fell ; ' 
Zamor, my lover, and your purpos'd son. 

Ezwu Zamor was brave ; and I have moom'd his 
fall. 
But the cold grave dissolves ev'n lovers* vows. 
Bear to the altar then a heart resolv*d : 
And let thy sumroon'd virtue check thy weakness. 
Was not thy soul enrolPd a Christian lately \ 
The awful Power that lent those Christians name. 
Speaks in my voice ; commands thee to be won. 
Hear him ; and learn obedience to his will* 

jUz* Alas, my father I spare this dreadful zeal. 
Has not the parent spoke \ Why speaks the God \ 
I know, and I confess, a father^s power \ 
At his command to sacrifice the life 
He gave me, is a duty nature taught. 
But my obedience passes nature's bounds; 
Whatc'er 1 see, is with my father's eyes; 
Wbate'er I love, is for my father's sake ; 
I chang'd my very gods, and took my father's : 
Yet has this father, piously severe, 
Wrong*d my believing weakness, and undone mc. 
He told me to compose my troubled heart. 
Peace held her dwelling at the altar's foot. 
He told me, that religion cur'd despair. 
And softcn'd every pang that pierc'd the soul : 



But, ah, *tv/as all deceit I all dear delusion I 
Mix*d with the image of an awful God, 
A human image struggles in my heart, 
And checks my willing virtue in its rising. 
Zamor, though dead to nature, lives to love. 
Zamor still triumphs in Alzira's breast, 
Lord of her soul, and holds back alt her wishes* 
You frown. — Alas 1 you blame a guilt you causM. 
Oiiench then this flame, too, hard for death and time; 
And force me to be his whom most I liate. 
If my lov'd country bids, I must obey. 
Yet, while by force you join unsocial hands. 
Tremble whene'er you drag me to the altar. 
Tremble to hear my tongue deceive my God : 
To hear me to this hated tyrant vow 
A heart, that beats, unchanged, another's due. 
Ezm^ Alas, my child, what unweigh'd words arc 
these 1 
Pity my age, unfit for lengthening woes : 
Nature asks rest : pity these falling tears. 
By all our fates, that all depend on thee. 
Let me conjure thee to be bless'd thyself, 
Nor close in misery my life's last scene. 
Why do I live, but to redeem thy hopes ? 
For thy own sake, not mine, assist my care-- 
Blast not the ripening prospedl of thy peace, 
Hard, and with labour'd patience, slowly grown. 
Now, on thy instant choice, depends thy fate I 
Nor only thine, but a whole people's fate I 
Wilt thou betray them ? Have they other help ? 

• C 
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Have they a hope, but thee r — ^Think, think, Alzira; 
And nobly lose thyself to save a state. [Exii^ 

Alz, Cruel accomplishment ! sublime defed t 
So feign we virtues to become a throne. 
Till public duty drowns our private truth. 

Enter Datt Carlos. 

JD. Carlos, Princess, you give a lover cause to doubf. 
That this long labour of your slow consent 
Springs from a heart too cold to fee! his flame. 
While, for your sake, suspended law forbears 
To punish rebels, whom you wish to save, 
Ungrateful, you compel a nation's freedom, 
And bind, in recompence, my chains more dosel 
Yet misconceive toe not.— 1 would not owe 
A softened sentiment to having serv'd j'ou ; 
That were to bribe a heart my pride wouM win. 
I shou*d with mingled joy and blushes gain you. 
If, as my perquisite of power you fell. 
Let me attract, not force you.- I would owe you 
All to yourself; nor could I taste a joy. 
That, in your giving it, might cost you pain. 

Aiz. Join, sir, my fruitless prayers to angry Heav'nl 
This dreadful day comes charg'd with pains for both« 
■Pi-No wonder you detect my troubled soul s 
It bursts unveil'd from my disclosing eyes, 
And glows on every feature's honest air. 
Such is the plainness of an Indian heart. 
That it disdains to sculk behind the tongue ; 
But throws out all its wrongs, and all its rage* 



A3 L ALaiiRA. 17 

She who can hide her purpose, can betray ; 
And that's a Christian virtue Tve not learnt. 

D. Carlos. I love your frankness^ but reproach iU 
cause. 
2amor, remember'd Zamor speaks in this. 
With hatred stretchM beyond th' extent of life, 
He crosses from the tomb, his conq'ror*s will; 
And felt, through death, revenges rival love. 
Cease to complain, aud you may learn to bear. 
My fame, your duty, both require a change j 
And I must wish it were from tears to joy. 

Alz* A rival's grave should bury jealousy. 
But whence your right to censure sorrow for himf 
I lov'd him; I proclaim it. Had I not, 
I had been blind to sense, and lost to reason. 
Zamor was all the prop of our fallen world : 
Andy but he lov'd me much, confessed no weakness I 
Had I not mourn'd a fate he not deservM, 
I had deserv'd the fate he felt unjustly. 
For you,-*-be proud no more j but dare be honest. 
Far from presuming to reproach my tears. 
Honour my constancy, and praise my virtue : 
Cease to regret the dues I pay jhe dead; 
And merit, if you can, a heart thus faithful. [£xtlr« 

jD. Carlos, [Alme,"] Spite of my fruitless passion, I 
confess, 
Her pride, thus starting its sincere disdain, 
Astonishes my thought, and charms my anger. 
—What then shall 1 resolve \ — Must it cost more 
To tame one female heart than all Peru t 
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Nature, adapting her to suit her climate. 

Left her all savage, yet all shining tool 

But 'tis my duty to be master here ; 

Where, she alone excepted, all obey. 

Since then too faintly I her heart incline,^ 

1*11 force her stubborn hand, and fix her mine. [Exzt^ 
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Enter Xamok, and Four Indian Captainsy in Chains, 

Zamor, 
Friends, who have dar'd beyond the strength of 

mortals ; 
Whose courage scorn'd lestraint, and grew in danger ; 
Associates in my hopes and^my misfortunes I 
Since we have lost our vengeance, let death find us I 
Why should we longer be condemnM to life. 
Defenceless to our country and Alzira ? 
Yet why bhould Spanish Carlos *scape our swords ? 
Why thrive beneath a jveight of uncheck'd crimes ? 
And why has Heaven forsaken us and virtue ? 
Ye strengthless powers I w hose altars smok'd in vain ! 
Gods of a faithful, yet a cheated people I 
Why have you thus betray'd us to the foe ? 
Why had six hundred Spanish vagrants power 
To crush my throne, your temples, rites,^nd you > 
Where are your altars? where my glories now i 



Where is Alzira ? more herself a god, 
Than your col levied queens of fancied heaven ! 
Helpless once more thou seest me, — lost Peru t 
0*er shifting sands, through deserts, crossM in vain I 
From forest wilds, imperrious to the sun ; 
From the woi'ld's wastes, beneath the burning zone, 
I brought thee unhop'd aid ! the wond'ring stars 
Beheld me gath'ring from remotest wilds. 
New strength, new prospefcls, and new means to die ! 
Your arms, your furtherance, your vast support^ 
New-furnish'd my desires, and wing'd my hope. 
Vengeance and love once more had man'd my heart. 
But, ah, how vain that hope ! how lost that venge- 
ance 1 
The slaves of avarice are honour's masters I 

Ind. Capt, Why left we in the neighb'ring woods 
our forces ? 
Why dar'd we pass too bold their guarded gates, 
Alane, and unsupported,— rash discoverers ? 

ZaM, Seiz'd but this morning from our dungeon*» 
depth, 
Th' infernal murderers have hither brought us, 
Unknowing to what death, though sure to die. 
Yet it o'erjoys me, we have met once more. 
But where ? what place is this ? Has none yet heard 
Who governs here ? what fate Alzira found ? 
Whether her father is, like us, their slave f 
Dear, wretched friends, who share a death, my due. 
Can none instruct me what I wish to know t 

hd, Capt, From sep'rate prisons hither led, like j^n^ 
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Through diff'rent streets we came, the cause not 

known : 
All uninform'd of what you seek to learn* 
Great, but unhnppy prince ! deserving long 
A nobler fate I our silent souls lament 
Our want of power to save so lov'd a leader* 
Now to die with you is our noblest claim. 
Since to die for you was a choice denied us. 

Zam. Next the wisli'd glory of success in war. 
The greatest is to die, and die renown*d. 
But to die noteless, in the shameful dark, 
To die, and leave in chains oursuft'ring country ! 
To fall, undignified, by villains' hands ; 
The sacrifice of Europe's outcast bloodhounds I 
Horrid with otlicrs wounds, and poorly rich. 
With others pluuder'd treasure ; die by butchers ! 
Blood- stain'd insulters of a yielded world! 
Riflers, who gave me up to tire tlieir tortures. 
But for discovery of the gold 1 scornM, 
As dross, less valued, and less wish'd than.tliey I 
To be in death the cause of my friend's dying I 
To die, and leave Alzira to my murderers I 
This is a death of horror, not of fame I 
This is the body's death— but sliakes the soul I 

Enter Alvarez, with a Guard of Spaniards. 

Alv» Live, and be free. 

[Spanish Soldiers unfetter the Indians* 
Zam. Ye gods of lost^Peru I 
What do I hear ? said he, Be free, and live i 
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What vast mysterious accident of virtue ? 
Some power divine, in sport, deceives my wonder I 
Thou seem'st a Spaniard ! — and — but thou forgiv*st, 
I cou'd have sworn thee Christian! — Who ? what art 

thou ? 
Art thou some god ? or this new city's king ? 

Alv, Christian I am ; and Spaniard : but no king. 
Yet serves my power to save the weak, d»stress'd. 
Zam. What thy distinction then \ thou gen'rous 

wonder 1 
Alv, The love of pity, when the wretched want it. 
Zam, Pity I and Christian I — what inspir'd thy 

greatness I 
Alv. My memory, my duty, and my God. 
Zam. Thy God ? — perhaps then, these insati^tte 
wasters, 
These human seemers, with but forms of men; 
These thirsters after only gold and blood : 
From some coarse, lawless part of Europe came ; 
And serve some bloodier God that wars with thine ? 
Alv, Their faith the same witli mine, but not their 
nature : 
Christians by birth, by error, made unchristian. 
In power grown giddy, they disgrace command. 
Thou know'st their faults too well ; now, know my 

duty. 
Twice has the sun's broad traverse girt the globe, 
Twice wheel'd thesummer round your world and ours, 
Since a brave Indian, native of your land. 
To whom surprise in ambush made me captive. 
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Gave me the forfeit life hh sword had won. 
The unexpefled mercy forc'd my bhishes : 
For, I perceiv'd, compassion of your woes. 
Was but a duty, when I thought 'twas virtue. 
Thenceforth, your countrymen became my brothers } 
And I have now but one complaint against them ; 
— ^That I must never know his name who sav'd me. 

Zam» He has Alvarez' voice ! He has his features! 
His age the same too ; and the same his story I 
'Tis he ! — there is no other honest Christian. 
Look on us all ; and recolleft his face, 
Who wisely spar'd thy life to spread thy virtues. 

Alv, Come nearer, noble youth.— By Heaven, 
'tis he ! 
Now, my dim eyes, you teach me my decay, 
That coii'd not let me see my wish indulged, 
But clouded ev'n my gratitude!— -My son I 
My benefactor ! Saviour of my age ! 
What can I do \ Instru6l me to deserve thee. 
Dwell in my sight ; and 1 will be thy father. 
Thou wilt have lost the merit of thy gift, 
If, from the power it gave, thou claim'st no payment.- 

Zam. Trust me, my father, had thy Spanish sons^ 
Shewn but a glimmVing of thy awful virtue. 
Grateful Pcni, now desolately theirs. 
Had been a peopled world of willing slaves. 
But cruelty and pride, and plunder claim them. 
Rather than live among that felon race, 
Hide, hide me, silent death ; and screen my soul 
From the reliefl«ss rage of unfelt curses. 



ASl //. ALZIRA. 33 

All I wouM ask, all I will take from Spain, 
Is but to be inform'd, if Ezmont lives ? 
Or, has his blood new-stain 'd their hands with mur- 
der J 
Ezmont ? — perhaps you knew him not ?— That Ez- 
mont, 
Who w as Alzira's father ?— I must stop, 

And weep before 1 dare go on, to ask— — 

Whether that father and that daughter — live? 

Alv, Hide not thy tears : weep boldly — ^and be 
proud 
To give the flowing virtue manly way; 
'Tis nature's mark to know an honest heart by. 
Shame on those breasts of stone that cannot melt. 
In soft adoption of another's sorrow. 
But be thou comforted ; for both thy friends 
Live, and are happy here. 
Zam. And shall I see *em ? 

Alv. Ez!uont, within this hour, shall teach his 
friend 
To live, and hope— and be as bless'd as he. 

Zam, Alzira's Ezmont ? 

Alv. From his mouth, not mine, 
Thou shalr, this moment, learn whatever thou seek' st. 
He shall >nstru(::t thee in a smiling charge, 
That has united Spain with sav*d Peru. 
1 have a son to bless with this new joy : 
He will partake my happiness, and love thee. 

1 quit thee but will instantly return 

To charm thee with this union's happy story^ 
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That nothing now oo earth has power to se ver-— -<^ 
Yet whkhy once clos*d, shall quiet warring worlds. 

[£x>/, zuitA Guards* 
At length th' awak'ning gods remember Za* 



And to atone my wrongs by working wonders. 
Have made a Spaniard honest to reward me I 
Alvarez is himself the Christians' God ; 
Who long provokM, and blushing at their crimes. 
In Iris own right descends, to veil their shame. 
He says, he has a son ; that son shall be 
My brother, if, at least, he does but prove 
Worthy, (cou'd man be so) of such a father! 
Oh, day ! oh, dawn of hope, on my sad heart I 
Ezmont, now, after three long years of woe, 
Ezmoat, Alzira's father, is restored me I ' 

Alzira too, the dear, the genVous maid. 
She, whom my sighing soul has been at work for ? 
She, who has made me brave, and left me wretched I 
Alzira too is here 1 and lives to thank me. 

£n/fr EzMONT. 

Ob, ye profuse rewarders of my pain ! 
He comes ! my Ezmont comes f — Spring of my hopes, 
Thou father of my laVring mind*s inspirer I 
Hard let me press thee to a heart that loves thee. 
Escap'd from death, behold returning Zamor. 
He will not, cannot die, while there is hope. 
That he may live to serve a suCF'ring friend. 
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Speak, speak ; and be thy first soft word Alura I 
Say, she is here ; and bless'd, as Heaven can make her. 

Ezm, Unhappy prince I—She lives ; nor lives re- 
mote. 
Words cannot reach description of her grief, 
Since first the news of thy sad death was brought her. 
Long dwelt she, sorrowing, o*er an empty tomb. 
Which, for thy fancied form, she rais'd to weep on. 
But thou still liv'st 1 — amazing chance I — thou liv*st I 
Heaven grant some doubtful means to bless thee long. 
And make thy life as happy as 'tis strange 1 
' What brought thee hither, Zamor ? 

Zam» Cruel question K 
Colder than all the deaths I have escap'd from I 
Why dost thou ask ? Where else cou*d I have hop'd 
To find, and to redeem thyself and daughter } 

Ezm* Say that no more — ^'tis misery to hear thee. 

Zam, Bethink thee of the black, the direful day. 
When that vile Spaniard, Carlos, curse the name I 
Invulnerable, or to sword or shame, 
0*erturn'd those walls, which time, when young, saw 

built. 
By earth attracted, children of the sun. 
Perish his name 1 and, oh,- be curs* d my fate. 
Who yet no nearer brought him than to thought. 
In horror of his murders I 'Twas the wretch. 
Who bears that name of Carlos, blasted all. 
*Twas in that name, pillage and slaughter spread ! 
*Twas in that name, they dragged Al2lra from me ; 
Bufied in dust the temples of our gods ; 
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And stainM with the surrounding ofTref's bloody 
Their violated altars I The shock'd pow'r, 
That smird expectant on our marriage vow, 
Rush'd back, and press'd in vain his brother gods. 
To vindicate their empire. — — Spain's dark power 
Prevail'd ; and I was captive led to Carlos. 
I will not terrify thy pitying breast, 
I will not tell thee, to what tortVing pain, 
That villain Spaniard's avarice condemn'd me. 
Condemned me, Ezmonr, for the sake of gold! 
Gold, the divinity of beggar Spain ; 

And our neglected refuse ! 'Tis enough. 

To tell thee, that amidst their tortures left, 

And seeming dead, they, tir*d, not satisfied^ 

Forbore, because I felt not.-' I reviv'd, 

To feel, once more, but never to forget, 

The grindings of their insult. Three long years 

Have lent me friends, and hopes, and arms, for ven* 

geance. 
Close ambush'd in the neighboring woods they lie, 
Sworn the revengers of their bleeding country. 

Ezm* Alas, my l^eart compassionates thy wrongs : 
But do not seek a ruin that wou'd shun thee. 
What can thy flint- arm'd Indians' courage do ? 
What their weak arrows, spoils of fishes* bones ? 
How can thy naked, untrainM warriors conquer? 
Unequally oppos'd to iron-men : 
To woundless bosoms coated o'er with safety I 
And arm'd with missive thunders in their hand^ 
That stream deaths on us, swifter than the w>ml»f 



No— since the world, they say, has yielded to 'em. 
Yield Zamor and Peru, and let 'em reign. 

Zam. Let the world yield — Zamor will always find 
Some gen'rous corner in it, fit for freedom. 
Had I been born to serve, obedience claims 
Returns of benefit and due protection : 
Outrage and wrongs require corredtion only. 
These lightnings and these thunders; these safe 

shells, 
Cases for fear, which guard their iron war ; 
These fiery steeds, that tear the trampled earth. 
And hurl their headlong riders on the foe ; 
These outward forms of death, that fright the world, 
I can look stedfast on ; and dare despise. 
The novelty once lost, the force will fail. 
Curse on our feeble gold ! it calls in foes," 
Yet helps not to repel the wrongs it draws I ^ 

Oh, had but steel been ours ! — but partial Heaven 
Has, with that manly wealth cnrich'd our foe I 
Yet, not to leave our vengeance quite disarm'd. 
Depriving us of steel, it gave us virtue. 

£zm> Virtue was bless'd of old:— but times are 
chang'd. 

Zam. No matter — let us keep our hearts the same, 
Alzira cannot change — Alzira's just. 
Alzira's faithful to her vows and me» 
Save me, ye gods I from a friend's downcast eye I 
Whence are those sighs and tears i 

£zm» Too wretched Zamor I 

Zam, I thought myself Alzira's father's sonj 

D 
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But iind these tyrants have unking'd thy soul ; 
And taught thee, on the grave's last edge, to wrong 
me. 

Ezm. They cannot. *Tis an art I will not learn* 

Nor are ourconquVors all unjust; for, know, 

*Twas Heaven induc'd these Christians to our clime^ 

Less to subdue, and rule us, than instruct. 

Know, they brought with them virtues, here unfound: 

Secrets, immortal, that preserve the soul I 

The science of salvation by belief! 

The art of living blessM, and dying safe I 

Zam. Or I am deaf : or, wouM to Heaven, I were I 
But, if I heard thee right, thou seem'st to praise 
These pilfering zealots, who usurp thy throne. 
And wou*d convert thy daughter to a slave 1 

Ezm. Al2;ira is no slave. 

,Zam. Ahl RoyalEzmontl 

Pardon some transport which despair inflam'd ; 
And, to great woes, indulge a little warmth. 
Remember, she was mine by solemn vow : 
By thy own oath, before our altars sworn ; 
Honour and perjury can never meet. 

Ezm, What are our altars } what our idol gods ? 
Phantoms of human coinage, fear'd no more I 
I "would not wish to hear thee cite their name. 

Zam, What ! was our father's altars vain deceit \ 

Ezm. It was ; and I have happily disclaim'd it. 
May the great single Power, that rules whole heaven, 
Lend thy dark heart one ray of truth divine! 
May*st thoU| unhappy Zamor^ learn to know, 
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Andy knowift^y to tonfess, in Europe's right. 
Her god should be ador*d, her sons obey'd ! 

Zam. Obey'd I Hell blast 'cm !— What I these sons 
of rapine } 
They have not robb'd thee of thy faith alone. 
But pilfer'd even thy reason I— —Yet, 'twas wisc^ 
When thou wouldst keep no vows, to own no gods* 

But, tell me; is Alzira too forsworn ? 

True to her father's weakness has she fallen ? 
Serves she the gods of Christians i 

Ezm. Hapless youth 1 
Though bless'd in my own change, I weep for thine. 

Zam, He who betrays his friend has cause for 
weeping. 
Yet tears, they say, shew pity :— if they do. 
Pity this torment, which thy shame has cost me. 
Pity my heart, at once alarm*d, for heaven. 
For heav'n betray'd, like me ; and torn at once, / 
By love, and zeal, and vengeance. Take me, Carlos^ 
Drag me to die at my Alzira's feet ; 
And I will sigh away a soul, she saves not. 
But have a care— -be cautious, ere I fall, 
Of urging me, too rashly, to despair. 
Resume a hitman heart 1 and feel some virtue. 

EntiT Alonzo. 

Aion. My lord, the ceremonies wait your presence* 

Ezm. Farewell 1 follow thee. 

Zam* No, by my wrongs ! 

Dij 
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I will not quit this hold, till I have learnt 
What ceremony, what black purpose, waits thee ? 
£zm. Away — be counseU'd — fly this fatal city- 
Zam, Not though the Christian power that blasts 

my love, 
Shou'd rain down lightnings on my destin'd head. 
And my own gods cry'd, Stay, I still would follow 

thee. 

Ezm» Forgive the force of an unwish'd refusal 

Guards, to your care I must commit this madman*. 

Restrain him He wou'd violate our altar. 

These Pagans, obstinate in idol zeal. 
Malign our holy mysteries ; and profane 

The church's solemn service. Guard the doors* 

*Tis not in right of my own power I speak; 
But, Carlos, in my voice, commands your care. 

\^Extt with Guards, after they have .freed htm 
fromT.zmoT.'] 
Zam, Did I not hear him, friends! — or am I mad ? 
Did I not hear him use the name of Carlos \ 
Oh, treachery I Oli, baseness I Oh, my wrongs ! 
Oh, last, uncredited, reproach of nature ! 
Ezmont commands for Carlos? — *Twas not Ezmont: 
*Twas that black devil, that scares the Christian 

cowards, 
Lied, in his shape, to scandalize Peru ! 
Oh, virtue I thou art banish*d from mankind : 
Even from Alzira*s heart, thou now art fled. 
—These villain bart'rers rob us not of gold> 
They pay its fatal price, in morals ruin'd. 
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Detested Carlos then is here 1 — Oh, friends 1 
What counsel ? what resource ? to stop despair. 
Ind* Capu Let not my prince condemn the faithful 
zeal. 
That wou'd advise his sorrows.— Old Alvarez 
Will strait return, and* bring, perhaps, that son. 
With whom, to share his joy, the good man hasten*d. 
Urge him to see you safe without their gates : 
Then suddenly rejoin your ambushM friends, 
And march, more equal, to your purpos'd vengeance. 
Let us not spare a life, but good Alvarez, 
And this lov'd son 1 I, near the wall, remarked 
Their arts, and modes of stni^ure : mark'd their 

angles, 
Deep ditch, broad bulwarks, and their sleeping thun- 
ders. 
I saw, and weigh'd it all : and found hope strongest. 
Our groaning fathers, brothers, sons, and friends^ 
In fetter*d labour toil, to house their spoilers. 
These, when we march to their unhopM relief. 
Will rise, within the town, behind their masters : 
While you, meanwhile, without^ advance against 

them: 
And, o'er our dying bodies, proudly heap'd, 
Bridge a bold entrance o'er their bloody rampart. 
There, may we turn, against their tyrant heads. 
Those fiery mouths of death, those storms of murder. 
Those forms, that frightning honest, artless bravery, 
Build, on our ignorance, a throne for wrongs. 
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Zam, 'Illustrious wijetchedness 1 by Heaven, it 

charms me, 
To see those soaring souls out- tower their fortune. 

Shall we— yes, still we shall I recover empire ; 

Carlos shall feel Peru, despis'd Peru, 

Knock at his trembling heart, and claim atonement,' 

Come, dire revenge I thou melancholy god ! 

That comfort'st the distress'd with shadowy hopingsl 

Strengthen our willing hands : let Carlos die ! 

Let but that Spanish murderer, Carlos, die. 

And 1 am half repaid my kingdom's losses ! 

But we are wretches, indolently brave : 

We talk of vengeance ; and we sleep in chains I 

Alvarez has forgot me : Ezmont slights me : 

And she I love is theirs, whom most I hate. 

All the poor comfort of my heart is doubting. 

Hark! what surprising noise ! \Shout.'] It rises louder. 

And sudden fires, high- flaming, double day ! 

Hark! — from their iron throats, \Guns.'\ yon roaring 

mischiefs 
Pour their triumphant insult. [Trumpets^ ©c] What 

new feast, 
Or what new crime, demands this swell of joy ? 
Now, in their heedless mirth, descend some god ; 
And leach us to be free ; or, failing, die. 
^Tis liberty alone that makes life dear : 
He does not live at ally who lives to fear, [Exeunt. 



iS 
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vCr///. SCENE!. 



Alzira alone. 

Shade of my murder'd lover ! shun to view me : 

Rise to the stars, • and make their brightness sweeter ; 

But shed no gleam of lustre on Alzira. 
I She has betrayM her faith, and married Carlos I 
I The sea, that rolPd its wat'ry world betwixt us, 

Fail'd to divide our hands — and he has reached me I 
t The altar trembled at th' unhallow'd touch ; 
I And Heaven drew back, reludlant, at our meeting. 

Oh, thou soft-hovering ghost, that haunt'st my fancy \ 

Thou dear and bloody form, that skims before me I 

TJioii never-dying, yet thou buried Zanior I 

If sighs and tears have power to pierce the grave ; 

If death, that knows no pity, will but hear me ; 

If still thy gentle spirit loves Alzira : 

Pardon, that even in death she dar'd forsake thee I 

Pardon her rigid sense of nature's duties : 
j A parent's will ! a pleading country's safety \ 

At these strong calls, she sacrific'd her love \ 
I To joyless glory, and to tasteless peace : 

And to an empty world, in which thou art not ! 

Oh, Zamor 1 Zamor 1 follow me no longer. 

Drop some dark veil, snatch some kind cloud before 
thee, 

Cover that conscious face, and let death hide thee I * 
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Leave me to suffer wrongs that Heaven allots me : 
And teach my busy fancy to forget thee. 

Enter Emira. 

Where are those captives ? Are they free, Eraira ? 
Where those sad children of my mournful country ? 
Will they not suffer me to see, to hear them } 
To sit and weep, and mingle with their mourn- 
ings? 

Em. Ah, rather dread the ra^e of angry Carlos, 
Who threatens 'em with some new stroke of horror- 
Some cruel purpose hangs this moment o'er 'em I 
For, through this window look^ and see display'd> 
The broad red standard, that betokens blood ; 
Loud bursts of death roar from their iron prisons. 
And answer, dreadful, to each other's call I [Guns. 
The council hastes, alarm'd, and meets in uproar. 

[Shcuts* 
All I have heard besides is, that the prince. 
Your father, has been summoned to attend. 

Alz, Immortal guardian of th* endanger*d just I 
Have I for this, in vain, betray*d my peace ? 
Dares the dire husband, recent from the altar, 
New to my forc'd consent, — and scarce yet lord 
Of my repenting hand ; so soon let loose 
His recommissionM murders 1 Must my nuptials 
Serve as the prelude to my people's blood 1 
Oh, marriage I marriage! what a curse is thine. 
Where hapds alone consent, and hearts abhor L 
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Enter Cefhania. 

CepA, Oiie of the captive Indians, just set fre^. 
In honour of the joy that crowns this day, 
Prays your permission, madam, to be heard, 
And at your princely feet disclose some secret. 
A/z, Let him, with firmness, and with freedom 
enter. 
For him, and for his friends, he knows I live. 
Dear to my eyes, I mark 'em with delight. 
And love, alas, in them, their poor lost country. 
— But why alone ? > Why one i 

CepA. It is that captain. 
To whose vitlorious hand, I heard, but now, 
Alvarez, your new lord's illustrious father, 
Ow'd his remitted life, from Indians sav'd. 
Emi. With earnest pressure he has sought your 
presence : 
He met me entering, and with trembling haste. 
Implored me to befriend th' important prayer. 
He told me, further, that the prince your father. 
For some strange cause, this Indian seems to know. 
Had charg'd the guards he 'scap'd from to prevent 

His access to your ear Methinks, there sits 

A kind of sullen greatness on his brow. 
As if it veil'd, in grief, some awful purpose. 
Cep/i, I w?itch*d him^^and he walks, and turns, awi 
weeps ; 
Then starts, and looks at Heaven ; and to the gods 
Pours up an ardent sigh, that breathes your naiue I 
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I pitied him— —but gather'd, from this freedom. 
That he's a stranger to your rank and greatness. 
Alz, What rank } What greatness ? — Perish all dis- 
tin£lion. 
That, from the wrong'd unhappy, bars the great I 
Who knows, but this was once some gen*rous friend. 
Some brave companion of my Zamor's arms 1 
Who knows but he was near him when he fell ; 
And brings some message from his parting soul f 
How dare I then receive him ?— Can my heart 
Be proof against the last kind words of Zamor \ 
Will not the half-luU'd pain, rekindling fresh. 
Burn with increase of smart, and wring my soul ? 

—No matter let him enter.— \Exk Cephania. 

——Ha, what means 

This sudden chill ness, sadd'ning round my heart, ' 

In short, faint flutt'rings never fdlt before I 

Ah, fatal residence I— —From the first hour 

These hated walls became Alzira*s prison. 

Each diff 'rent moment brought some i^iff'rent pain. 

Entitr Zamor. 

Zam. Art thou, at length, restored me ? — Cruel t 
tell me I 
Art thou, indeed, Alzira ? 

il/z. — Gentle spirit I 
Forgive me. — Do not come to chide th' unhappy \ 
I have been wrong'd ; but— [Faints into his arms* 

Zam, Thine, she wouM have said ; 
And her imperfed purpose fully bless'd me. 
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Revive, thou dearest^ loveliest, lost Alzira f 
Zamor will live no longer, shou'dst thou die* 

Alz. The kind, forgiving shade, is still before me I 
It wak'd me, by a sound, that seem'd his name. 

Zam, I am no shadow, if Alzira's mine ; 
I am thy living lover, at thy feet [Kneeling, 

Reclaiming thee, thou noblest half himself I 

uilz. Can it be possible, thou shouldst be Zamor ) 

Zam. Thy Zamor— thine. 

Alz, But,^— art thou sure thou liv'st ? 

Zan. 'Tis in thy power 

To make that truth undoubted. Do but say 

Thou wouldst not have me die, and 1 will live 
To thank thee ; thus with everlasting love. 

[RiseSf and catches her in his arms. 

Alz, Oh, days of softness 1 — Oh, remembered years 
Of ever- vanished happiness t Oh, Zamor 1 
Why has the grave been bountiful too late i 
Why sent thee back in vain i to make joy bitter ; 
By mix'd ideas of distra6ling horror 1 
Ah, Zamor 1-— What a time is this,— to charm in I 
Thy every word, and look, shpots daggers through me. 

Zam, Then moum^st thou my return i 

Alz. I do I do. 
Because,— it was no sooner* 

20111. Generous tenderness I 

Alz. Where hast thou been, thus long, unkj 
till now } 

Zam* A wand'ring vagabond, that trod the worlds 
Iq fruitless search of means to save Alzira, 
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Not all the tort'ring racks of villain Carlos, 
Cou'd from my panting heart expel Alzira. 
The bloody spoiler tir'd his rage in vain : 
I brav'd his wounds and insults.— -Life had yet 
No leisure to forsake me. Thou requir*st me. 
The groans of suff 'ring nations reach'd my soul. 
And bad it struggle to revenge mankind. 
Ala$, thou tremblest ! Thy soft nature shrinks. 
At bare recital of these Spanish virtues. 
Doubtless, the guardian god that smiles on love. 
Knew thy kind wish ; — and, for thy sake, sustain'd me* 
And thou wilt thank, I know, his gentle goodness^ 
Thy pious heart disdains to quit thy gods. 
Because they suffer with thee ; and have falPd 
To stem th' invading host of Spain's new Heav'n I 
Thou hast too little falshood for a Spaniard. 
—Hast thou e'er heard of a base wretch call'd Carlos? 
A birth that blackens nature ! a taught monster! 
Sent, in our shape, from some far distant world. 
To humble ours, with sense of human baseness I 
They tell me, he is here. — Grant heav*n thouknow'st 

himt 
Thou then shult guide my vengeance,— to this first, 
And vilest of its victims. 

/ilz. Find him, here— — — 
Black in my breast, he lives : strike, strike, and reach 

him 1 
Zam, Hold, heart— and break not yet - -This 

may be pity. 

Aiz, Strike — for — 1 merit neither life, — nor thee. • 
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Zam. Ezmonty I feel thee ; and believe thee all I 

/f/z. Did he then tell thee r — Had my father power 
To dwell so sadly on my hopeless woes, 
As to describe 'em to thee ? — Did he name 
The dreadful husband—- his lost daughter owes him i 

Zam. No — but thou may'st : for that witl harden 
Zamor> 
That he shall never be astonished more t 

AIz. Yes — I will tell it thee — Prepare to tremble : 
Not for thyself to tremble,— but for me. 
I will lay open the vast horror to thee : 
Then thou wilf weep and live : — and bid me*— die, 

Zam. Alzira! Oht— — — 

Jiiz. This Carlos ■ ■ 

Zam, Carlos! 

jiiz. He. -. 

I was this morning sworn for ever— his 1 

Zam, Sworn whose ?-^— not Cailos ? 

Alz, I have been betray 'd. 
I was too weak alone,— against my country. 
——'Even on tiiis fatal, this foreboding day, 
Almost within thy sigh{, Christian Aizira 
Plighted, in presence of the Christian God, 
Her hapless hand to Carlos,— 'Tis a crime, 
That hopes no pardon 1— — All my gods renounced I 
My lover wrong'd ! my country's fame betray 'd ! 
All, all, demand revenge.— Do thou then kill me : 
Thou wilt strike tenderly — ■ — ^and my glad blood 
Shalfmeet ihy dear-lov'd hand, and that way join thee. 

Zam, Carlos, Alzira's husband! — 'tis impossible I 

E 
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Mz. Were I (U$pos*d to mitigate my crimen 
I cou*d allege a father's awful power; 
I cou*d remind thee of our ruin'd state : 
And plead my tears, my struggles, and distraction : 
Till three long wretched years confirm'd thee dead. 
I cou*d, with justice, charge my faith renounc'd 
On hatred of those gods, who sav'd not Zamor. 
But I disclaim excuse, — to shun remission. 
Love finds me guilty ; and that guilt condemns me* 
Since thou art safe, no matter what I suffer. 
When life has lost the joys that make it bless'd. 

T he shortest liver is the happiest always. 
Why dost thou view me with so kind an eye \ 
Thou shouldst look sternly, and retract all pity. 

Zam» No— -if I still amlov'd, thou art not guilty. 
——Wishing me bless'd, methinks thou mak'st me 
so. 

Alz* When by my father urg'd, and by Alvarez, 
And inly too impeird, perhaps, to fate. 
By some forsaken god, who meant revenge ; 
When by the Christian fears, and my touchM heart, ■ 
At once beset, they dragg*d ipe to the temple. 
Even in the moment when advancing Carlos 
Sought my escaping hand, though I then thought tliee 
Dead, and for ever lost to my fond hopes : 
Yet then beneath the altar's sacred gloom, 
I bow'd my soul to Zamor : memory^ 
Reliev'd me with thy image,-— —Indians, Spaniards, 
All, all have heard, how ardently I lov*d thee, 
'Twas my heart's pride to boast it to the world 1 . 
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To earth, to heav'n,— to Carlos, I procIaim*d it I 
And now, e'en now, in this distressful moment. 
For the last time,- 1 tell thyself, I love thee, 

Zam. For the last time I Avert the menace, Hear^nl 
Art thou at once festor'd^-^—and lost again I 
•Tis not love's langua^^e, this I— Alas, Alzira ! 

Az» Oh, Heaven ! — Alvarez comes, and with him 
Carlos. 

Enitr Don AlvakbZ| foUomd by Don Carlos* 

Aiv* Seel with Alzira therej my life's restorer! 
Approach, young hero I 'tis my son who seeks thee i 
Spain'^ delegate, who here holds power supreme s 
My Carlos bids thee share his bridal joy* 

Meet, and embrace : divide your father's love : 
My son, of nature, one— and one of choice. 

Zam. Nam'd he not Carlos ? — Perishtsuch a son 
As the detested Carlos ! 

A/z, Heaven avert 
The rising tempest that oVrwlielms my soul I 

yifo. What liieans this wonder ? 

Zam, *Tis not possibte I— 
No- ■■ I wou'd disbelieve attesting gods, 
Shou'd they, from Heaven, assert this shock to nature; 
That such a father can have such a son ! 

D, Carlos, [To Zamor.] Slave I — from what spring 
does thy blind fury rise ? 
Know'st thou not who I am? 

Zam, Thou art a villain. 

My country's horror — ^and i^hole nature's shame ! 
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Among the scourges wliom just Heaven has left thee» 
Know me for Zamor. 

D. Carlos, Thou, Zamor? 

Alv. Zamor I 

Zam, Yes the.tortur'd Zamor. 

Blush to be told it ; and remember, with it. 
The bloody rage of thy remorseless cruelty ; 
That basely dar*d insult a yielded captive ! 

Now he returns triumphant in distress. 

To look thee into shame : to see those eyes 
Fall their stretch 'd fie/teness, and decline before him* 
Thou waster of the world I Thou licensed robber 1 
Thou, whose last spoil was my Alzira*s glory I 
Win her against this sword : {Draws, y^iht sole good 

gain, 
Zamor can boast he owes thy haughty country I 
Now the same hand, that gave the father life, 
Claims, in return, the son's devoted blood : 
And, so reveng'd, atones a dying realm. 

Alv. Confounded and amaz*d, I hear him speak ; 
And every word growsstrongerl—— Carlos canqot 
Be guilty or, if guilty, cannot answer. 

/). Carlos, To answer, is a poorness I despise* 
Where rebels dare accuse, should power reply, 

'Twou'd but forget to punish. With this sword 

I might, but that I know the reverence due 

To your protecting presence, well have answered. 

—Madam, [To Alzira.] your heart shou'd have iq- 

striifled you. 
Why you pfTend me, while I see you here. 
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If not my peace, at least your fame, demands 
That you now drive this outlaw from your thoughts. 
You weep then I and insult me with your tears } 
And yet I love, and can be jealous of you I 
AU. Cruel 1 [?^ Carlos.] and you, [To Alirarez.] 

my father, and protedtorl 
And thou 1 [To Zamor.] my soul's past hope, in hip« 

pier tiihes I 
Mark — and condole my fete. — Mix your due pity : 
And tremble at the horror of my woes. 
Behold this lover, which my father chose me^ 
Before I knew there was a world but ours. 
With his reported death our empire fell : 
And I have liv*d to see my father*s throne 
O'erturnM; and all things chang'd in earthy and 

heav'n ! 
By every human help, alas, forsaken, 
At length, my father, from the Christians' Qod 
Sought help, and screen'd a state, behind his name*. 
Compell'd before this unknown power, to kneel» 
A dreadfitl oath has bound my backward soul. 
To love the murd'rer of my real lovet^ 
In my new faith, I own myself unskill'd^ 
But all that virtue taught me, that I know. 

Zamor, I love thee justly : 1 confess it. 

What duty calls for, can deserve no shame. 
Yet, where my soul is bound, my heart obeys : 
And I can now be thine, alas, no more. 
Let me be wretched, rather than un;ust. 
Carlos, for you— I am your wife, and riftim: 

ElTJ 
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Yet, in abhorrence of your cruel hearf, 
I hold my hand divorc'd ;— — and hence abjure you. 
One way to either, I submit, with joy : 
If your swords claim me, I am due to both. 
Which will reward me with the death I wish ? 
Carlos, thou hast a hand already stainM : 
Thy praftis'd poignard need not start at blood. 
Strike then, for due revenge of slighted love ; 
And, punishing the guilty," - once be just. 
D. Carlos. I find then^ madam, you wou'd brave my 
weakness I $ 

Proud of offending one who must forgive. 
But you invoke my vengeance, and it comes. 

Your fate is ready for, your minion dies. 

\\'ho waits ? a guard there. 

Enter Soldiersm 

Alz. Cruel Christian insult I 

Alv. My son I what m^an you ? What rash trans*, 
port this \ 
Think whom you sentence.— Is his person hateful^ 
Yet reverence his virtue and his name. 
He who is helpless, in his hater's hands, 
Claims safety from his weakness. — Why, why, Carlos^ 
Must I, a second ^ime, remind your mercy ? 

I gave you life :- but Zamor gave it me. 

Be warned nor forfeit honour to revenge. 

Enter Don Alonzo, with Spanish Soldiers* 
Alon. Pardon an entrance, sir, thus unprepar'd. 
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Jhe «%oodS) that border on the ndghb'ring plain^ 
Pour out a sudden swarm of Indian foes. 
Arm'd they advance, as if to scale our walls : 
And Zamor's name, resounded, rings to heaven. 
GleamingSy from golden bucklers, meet the sun $ 
And in firm line^ and close compacted march. 
The stretched battalions move, in martial justness. 
They hold such discipline, such order'd motion. 
As ne'er was known before to savage foes. 
As if from us they caught the lights of war, 
And<turn'd the burning lessons on their teachers. 
/). Carlos. Away then : let us think 'em worth our 
meeting. 
—Heroes of Spain I ye fav'rite sons of wart 
All corners of the world are yours to shine in. 
Help me to teach these slaves to know their masters* 
Bring him along by force. 

Zam* Tyrant, they dare not. 
Pr, are they gods, who cannot be repel I'd ? 
And proof against the wounds they seek to give ^ 
D. Carlos. Surround him. 
Alz. Spare him, save him 1 
Alu. Son, be cool ; 
And still remember what your father owes him. 

Z>. Carlos, Sir, I remember, 'tis a soldier's duty 
To bear down opposition : so you taught me. 

£ Alonzo, and Spanish Soldiers, surround and seize 
Zamor. 

Your. pardon, sir 1 go, where honour calls me. 

lExit with ZamoFi and all the Spanish Soldieru 
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Aiz* [Ttf Air.] Low, at your feet I fall; your rir- 
tjiie's claim. 
•Tis the first homage fortune yet has taught me. 
Grant me the wish*d release of death's kind hand. 
From miseries, I cannot live to see. 
But, dying, let me leave this witness with you, 
That, true to my first vows, I change not lightly. 
Two different claimers cannot both possess 
One faithful heart, that can but once be given* 
Zamor is mine ; and I am only Zamor*s. 
Zamor is virtuous, as a fancied angel. 
*Twas Zamor gave his life to good Alvarec \ 

Alv. I feel the pity of a father for thee. 
I mourn ^fflifled Zamor : I will guard him ; 
I will protect you both, unhappy lovers I 
Yet, ah, be mindful of the marriage tie, 
That, but this morning, bound thy days to Carlos^ 
Thou art no longer thine, my mournful daughter* 
Carlos has been too cruel ; but repents it : 
And this once-cruel Carlos is thy husband. 
He is my son too ; and he loves us both. 
Pity soon softens hearts, where love has enter'd. 

Alz* Ah, why did Heav'n not make yoa Zantor^s 
father? 
Greatness with sweetness join'd, like fire with light. 
Each aiding other, mingle warm with bright. 
What the kind wants, th' associate strong supplies. 
And from the gentle, peace and calmness rise. 

[Exiunt. 

Bte Bu.j Jiart a 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 



Don Alvarez and Don Carlos. Shouts, Trumpets, 

a long and lofty JiourisA, 

Alvarez, 
Dbserve, my son, this triumph of your arms. 
Your numbers, and your courage, have prevail'd ; 
And of this last best effort of the foe, 
Half are no more ; and half are yours, in chains. 
Disgrace not due success, by undue cruelties : 
But call in mercy to support your fame. 
I will go visit the afflicted captives, 
And pour compassion on their aching wounds. 
Mean while, remember, you are man and Christian. 
Bravely, at once, resolve to pardon Zamor. 

Fain wou'd I soften this indocil fierceness, 
And teach your courage how to conquer hearts. 

X>. Carlos* Your words pierce mine, — freely devote 
my life, 
But leave at liberty my just revenge. 
Pardon him, Why ? tlie savage brute is lov'd I 

Ah, Th' unhappily beloved most merit pity. 

D, Carlos, Pity I — Cou'd I be sure of such reward, 
I wou'd die pleas'd, and she shou'd pity me, 

Alv, How much to be lamented is a heart. 
At once by rage of headlong will oppressed. 
And by strong je«tlousies and doublings torn t 



D. Carlos^ When jealousy becomes a crime— -Guard, 
Heaven, 
That husband's honour, whom his wife not loves I 
Your pity takes in all the world— but me. 

Ah' Mix not the bitterness of distant fear 
With your arrived misfortunes.— Since Alzira 
Has virtue, it will prove a wiser care 
To soften her, for change, by patient tenderness. 
Than, by reproach, confirm a willing hate. 
Her heart is, like her country, rudely sweet ;— • 
Repelling force, but gentle to be kind. 
Softness will soonest bend the stubborn wilL 

Z>. Carlos, Softness ! — ^by all the wrongs of woman*» 
hate, 
Too much of softness but invites disdain. 
Flatter'd too long, beauty at length grows wanton. 
And, insolently scornful, slights its praiser. 
Oh, rather, sir, be jealous for my glory ; 
And Urge my doubting anger to resolve. 
Too low already, Condescension bow'd. 
Nor blush*d, to match the conquVor with the slave f 
But, when this slave, unconscious what she owes. 
Proudly repays humility with scorn, 
And braves, and hates the unaspiring love, 
Such love is weakness :-*and submission, tlierr. 
Gives sanftion to contempt, and rivets pain. 

A{v, Thus, youth is ever apt to judge in haste. 
And lose the medium in the wild extreme. 
Do not repent, but regulate your passion : 
Though love is reason, its excess is rage. 



Give me I «t least, your promise, to rt^d^y 
In cooly ioapartiai solitu<ie : aiid still. 
No last decision, till we meet again. 

i). Cartas. It is ray father asks — ^and, Iiad I will. 
Nature denies me pow*r to answer, No. 
I will, in wisdom's right, suspend my anger. 
—Yet — Spare my loaded heart : nor add more weight ; 
Lest my strength fail beneath tli' unequal pressure. 
Alv, Grant yourself time, and all you want comes 
with it. [£xt/. 

D. Carlos. [Alone.'] And— —must I coldly then, to 
pensive piety. 
Give up the livelier joys of wish*d revenge i 
Must I repel the guardian cares of jealousy, 
And slacken every rein, to rival love i 
Must I reduce my hopes beneath a savage. 
And poorly envy such a wretch as Zamor? 
^ A coarse luxiuiance of spontaneous virtue ; 
A shoot of rambling, fierce, offensive freedom $ 
Nature's wild growth, — strong, but unprun'd, in dar- 
ing; 
A rough, raw woodman, of this rugged clime i 
I Illit'rate in the arts of polish'd life ; 
And who, in Europe, where-the fair can judge, 
Wou'd hardly, in our courts, be call'd a man I 
—She comesi— Aizira comesi— unwish'd — yet charm- 
ing. 

Enter Alzira. 

Alz, You tumi and shun me 1— So, I have been told, 

I 
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Spaniards, by custom, meet submissive wives. 

— But, hear me, sir:— hear, even a suppliant wife; 

Hear this unguilty object of your anger. 

One, who can rev'rence, though she cannot love you : 

One, who is wrong'd herself, not injures you : 

One, who indeed is weak,-^and wants your ^ty» 

I cannot wear disguise : be it th* effect 

Of greatness, or of weakness, in my mind. 

My tongue cou*d ne'er be mov'd, but by my heart J 

And that — was vow'd another's. If he dies. 

The honest plainness of my soul destroys him. ^ 

You look surprised :— I will, still more> surprise 

you. 
I come to try yeu deeply — for I mean 
To move the husband, in the lover*s favour I 

1 had half flatter'd my unpra6lis'd hope, 

That you, who govern others, shou'd yourself 
Be temp'rate in the use of your own passions. 
Nay, 1 persuaded my unchristian ign'rance^ 
That an ambitious warrior's infelt pride 
ShouM plead in pardon of that pride in others. 

Tliis I am sure of that, forgiving mercy 

Wou'd stamp more influence on our Indian hearts^ 
Than all our gold on those of men like you. 
Who knows, did such a change endear your breast^ 
How far the pleasing force might soften mine? 
Your right secures you my respe£l and faith; 

— Strive for my love : strive for whatever else 

May charm : — if aught there is can charm like love 
-i — Forgive me : I shall be betray 'd by fear, 



To promise, till I Overcharge my power***— <« 
Yet — try what changes gratitude can make. 
A Spanish wife, perhaps, wou'd promise more i 
Profuse in charms, and prodigal of tears, . 
WouM promise ail tilings— -and forget 'em all. 
But I have weaker charms, and simpler arts. 
Guileless of soul, and left as nature form'd mc, 
I err, in honest innocence of aim. 
And, seeking to compose, inflame you more. 

All I can add, is this : Unlovely force 

Shall never bow me to reward constraint : 
But — to what lengths I may be led, by benefits, 
'Tis in your pow'r to try : not mine to tell. 
D, Carlos, 'Tis well.— Since justice has s«ch pow'r 

to guide you, 
That you may follow duty, know it first. 
Count modesty among your country *s virtues.; 
And copy, not condemn, the wives of Spain. 
*Tis your first lesson, madam, to foi'get. 
—Become more delicate, if not more kind. 
And never let me hear the name I hate. 
->-You shou'd learn, next, to blush away your hiiste« 
And wait in silence, till my will resolves 
What punishment, or pity, suits his crimes. 
—Know, last, that (thus provok'd) a husband-s de« 

mency 
Out-stretches nature, if it pardons you. 
Learn thence, ungraceful I that I want not pity : 
And be the ^ast to dare believe me cruel. 

{JLxit Don Carlos. 
F 
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£m, -Madam, be comforted ; — I mark'd him well ; 
1 see, he loves; and love will make him softer. 
Alt* Love has no pow'r to a6t, when curb'd by jea- 
lousy, 
^amor must die :—— for I have askM his life. 
Why did not I foresee the likely danger i 
* ■ " But has thy care been happier i Canst thou save 

him) 
Far, far, divided from me, may he live f 
«i^— Hast thou made trial of his keeper's fsaih ? 
Etni, Gold, that with Spaniards can outweigh their 
God, 
Has bought his hand : — and so his faith's your own. 
Alz4 Then Heav*n be bless'd, this metal, form'd 
for crimes. 
Sometimes atones the wrongs 'tis dug to cause ! 
—But, we lose time : — Why dost thou seem to pause t 

Emu I cannot think fhey purpose Zamor's death. 
Alvarez has not lost his pow*r so far^ 
Nor can the council ' « 

Alz, They are Sp^iards all* 
JMark the proud, partial guilt of these vain men ; 
Ours, but a country held to yield them slaves : 
Who reign our kings, by ri^^ht of difFVent clime. 
Zamor, meanwhile, by birth, true sovereign here, - 
Weighs but a rebel in their righteous scale. 
Oh, civiliz'd assent of social murder I— 
But why, Emira, should this soldier stay ? 

Em* We may expert him instantly* The night, 
Methinks, grown darker, veils your bold design* 
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Wearied by slaughter, and uiiwash'd from bloody 
The world's proud spoilers all lie hush'd in sleep. 

Alz. Away, and find this Spaniard. Guilt's bought 
hand 
Opening the prison, innocence goes free. 

Emi, Seel by Cephania led, he comes with Zampr* 
B.e cautious, madam, at so dark an hour, 
Ijesty met, suspe^ed honour should be lost ; 
And modesty, mistaken, suflfer shame. 

Atz. What does thy ill- taught fear mistake for 
shame ? 
Virtue, at midnight, walks as safe within. 
As in the conscious glare of flaming day. 
She who in forms finds virtue, has no virtue* 
All the shame lies in hiding honest love. 
Honour, the dlien phantom, here unknown, 
Lends but a lengthening shade to setting virtue. 
Honour's not love of innocence, but praise ; 
The fear of censure, not the scorn of sin* 
But I .was taught, in a sincere r clime, 
That virtue, tho' it shines not, still is virtue ; 
And inbred honour grows not, but at home. 
This my heart knows ; and, knowing, bids me darCy 
Should Heav*n forsake the just, be bold and save him# 

Enter Zamor, with Cephania, and a Spanish 

Soldier, 

Ah, fly 1 thy hopes are lost ; thy torturer's ready. 
Escape this moment, or thou stay'st to die. 
Haste— -lose no time— >begone : this guardian Spaniard 

FJj 



64 ALSIRA. ABWm 

Will teach thee to deceive the murderer's hope. 
Reply not ; judge thy fate from my despair ; 
$ave, by thy flight, the man I love from death ; 
The man whom I have sworn t' obey, from blood ; 
And a lost world, that knows thy worth, from tears. 
Thy country caVls thee ; night conceals thy steps. 
Fity thy fate, and leave me to my own* 
2Um. Thou robber's property 1 Thou Christian** 

wife 1 
Thou, who dar'st love me, yet dar'st bid me live ! 
If I must live, come thou, to make life tempting. 
But 'twas a cruel wish-^How could I shield thee, 
Stript of my power and friends, and nothing left me. 
But wrongs and misery ?— I have no dower 
To tempt reludlant love. AH thou canst share 
With me, will be — my desert— and my heart. " 
When 1 had more, I laid it at thy feet. 
Alz* Ah, what are crowps that must no more be 

thine ? . 

I lov*d not power, but thee i thyself once lost, i 

What has an empty world to tempt my stay ? 
Far in the depth of thy sad deserts, traced. 
My heart will seek thee ; fancy, there, misleads 
.My weary, wand'ring steps ; there horror finds. 
And preys upon my solitude ; there leaves me. 
To languish life out in unheard complaints ; 
To waste and wither in the tearless winds j 
And die with shame at breach of plighted faith. 
For being only thine— and yet another's. 
Qo<i c^rry with thee both juy peace and Uf(i» 



And leave — Ah, would thou couldst !-«-thy sorrowa 

here. 
I have my lover and my fame to guard, 
And I will save therti both— '-^Begone — for ever* 

Zam* I hate this fame^ false avarice of fancy ; 
The dckly shade of an unsolid greatness *, 
The lying lure of pride^ that Europe cheats by 3 
Perish tl>e groundless seemings of their virtue 1 
But shall forc*d oaths at hated Christian^* altars^ 
Shall gods, who rob the gods of our forefathers, 
Sl^all these obtrude a lord, and blast a lover i 

AIz» Since it was sworh^ or to your gods or thelni, 
What help is left me ? 

Zam, Non e Adieu — forever, 

Alz. Stay— What fi farewell this ? — Return, J[<J^>f^« J 
I charge thee. 

ZaMi Carlos, perhaps, will hear thee« 

Alz» [Returning,'] Ah, pity, rather 
Than thus upbraid my wretchedness 1 

Zam. Think^ then> 
On our past voWiJ* 

AU. I think of nothing now^ 
But of thy danger. 

Zam^ Oh^ thou hast undone 
The tend'restj fondest lover 1 — *— • 

Alz. Still I love ) 
Crime as it is, I love thee. Leave me, ^atiioi*| 
J^ave me alone to die— Ha ! cm el J tell me, 
What horrible despair, revolving wildly^ 
Bursts from thy eyes, with purpose ^nore than moTt^Xf 

f iij 
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Zam, It shall be so. {0^^-^ 

Alz. What would St thou } Whither go'st thou \ 

[Holding hinu 

Zam, To make a proper use of unhop'd freedom. 

Alz. By Heav'n, if 'tis to death, I'll follow thee. 

Zam. Horrors, unmix 'd with love, demand me now. 
Leave me — Time flies— Night blackens-^Duty calis. 
Soldier, attend my steps. [£mr kasiify. 

Aiz. Alas, Emira ! 
I faint— I die— In what ungovern'd start 
Of some rash thought he left me ?— Haste, Emira, 
Watch his fear*d meaning; trace his fatal footsteps ; 
And, if thou seest him safe, return, and bless me. 

[fxtVEraka. 
A black, presaging sorrow swells my heart I 
What could a day like this produce, but woe ? 
Oh, thou dark, awful, vast, .mysterious Power, 
Whom Christians worship, yet not comprehend I 
If, ignorant of thy new laws, I stray. 
Shed from thy distant heav'n, where'er it shines^ 
One ray of guardian light, to clear my way : 
And teach me, first to find, then a^ thy will. 
But, if my only crime is love of Zamor, 
If that offends thy sight, and claims thy anger^ 
Pour thy due vengeance on my hopeless head ; 
For I am then a wretch too lost for mercy. 
Yet, ,be the wanderer's guide amidst his deserts I 
Greatly dispense thy good with equal hand ; 
Nor, partial to the partial, give Spain. all. 
^Thou c»n&t not be confined to care of parts j 
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Heedless of one worlds and ithe other's father : 
Vanquish 'd and viflors are alike to thee \ 
And all our vain distio^ions mix before thee. 
Ahy what foreboding shriek ! — Again 1 and louder I 
Ohy Heav'n ! amidftt the wiidness of that sound, 
I heard the name of Zajnor i— ^-^Zamor's lost— -— 
Hark 1 — a third tiaie t— And now the miogled cries 
Come quicdc'niflg Ofn my ear 1 

LnUr Yui^L^ frighted, 

Emira, save me 1 

What has he done I In pity of my fears. 

Speak, and bestow some comfort. 

Emi. Comfort is lost : 
And all the rage of death has sure possessed him. 
First, he changM habits with the trembling soldier x 
Then snatch'd his weapon from him**^The robb'd 

wretch 
Flew, frighted, toward the gate — while furious Zamor^ 
Wild, as the fighting rage of wint'ry winds, 
Rush'd to the public hall,* where sits the council. 
Following, I saw him pass the sleeping guards ; 
But lost him when he enter'd. In a moment, 
I heard the sound of voices cry, He's dead. 
Then, clam'rous calls from ev'ry way at once. 
To arms. To armsl — Ah, madam, stay not here 1 
Fly to the inmost rooms, and abun the danger. 

4lZm No, dear £mira j rather let us try, 
Whether our weakness may not find some means, 
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Late and unlikely as it is, to save him* 
I, too, dare die. 
Emi. They come — ^Protc^lus, Heaven I 

Enter Don A L ON zo. . 

Alon, Madam, you stir nofarther-^I have orders 
To seize your person. 'Tis a charge unwish'd. 

Alz» Whence dost thou come ? What fury sent 
thee hither ? 
What is become of Zamor \ 

Alon, At a time 
So full of danger, my rcspc6l gives way 
To duty You must please to follow me. 

Alz, Oh, fortune, fortune! — This is too severe 1 
Zamor is dead, and I am only captive 1 
Why dost thou weep } What liave a Spaniard's tears 
To do with woes, which none but Spaniards cause } 
Come ; if to death thou lead*st me, 'twill be kind : 
There only, weakness wrongM, can refuge find. 

[Exeunt 4 

^ ■ W ■! ■»! ■ ■■ ■■■—■■■^i. i. J ii ■■■■-■■ .^IM. 1^ ■.■■■■■ M»M.ai-« y ■ _^ ** ' ' ""^ - ^ — ■ ■ "^'T"^ 

Act V. SCENE I. 



Enter Alzira, guardtd. 



Alzira* 
Am 1 to die ? Answer, ye dumb destroyers f 
Ye wretches, who provoke, yet mock at Heaven ; 
And when you mean to murder^ say you judge I 
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Why docs your brutal silence leave my soul 
Flutt'ring, 'twixt hope and fear,- in torturing doubt } 
Why am I not inform'd of Zamor*8 fate ? 
They will not 'speak — No matter-— She who hopes 
To hear no good, why should she hear at all \ 
The conduct of these watchful mutes is strailge. 
They seize me> guard me, and confine me here ; 
Yet answer nothing, but with looks of hate. 
Chancing, but now, to sigh my Zampr's name, 
£v'n these low monsters, struck with Spanis(i envy. 
Started^ tum'd pale, and trembled at the sound, 

Inter E^^mont. 

Alas I my father, too ! 

Ezm. To what dark depth 
Of sad despair hast thou reduc'd us all ? 
See now, the fruits of thy unlist'ning love I 
Even in the instant, while, with growing hope. 
We pleaded earnest for the life of Zamor ; 
While we yet hung on the half«granted prayer ; 
An ent'ring soldier drew our notice toward him. 
•Twas Zamor — dreadful, in a borrow 'd dress I 
At once he hurlM his furious eyes amongst us, 
And his more furious person* Scarce I saw, 
So rapid was his motion, that his hand 
Held a drawn sword. To enter, reach our seats. 
And, lion-like, spring to the breast of Carlos ; 
Th* assault, the wound, the death, was all one mo- 
ment. 
Out gush*d your husband's blood, to stain your father. 
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As if *twOuld lend me blushes for a daughter. 

Zamor» meanwhile, the dreadful aflion done^ 

Soft'ning to sudden calmness, at the feet 

Of sad Alvarez fell, and to his hand 

Resigned the sword, which his son*s blood made 

horrid. 
The father started into back'ning terror ! 
The murd'rer dashM his bosom to the ground ; 
I but reveng'd (he cryM) my wrongs and shame ; 
I but my duty knew — Know you your own. 
Nature your motive, and oppression mine. 
He said no more ; but, prostrate, hop*d his doom. 
Th* afflifled father sunk upon my bosom ; 
The silent night grew frightful with our cries. 
From ev*ry side at once in broke the swarms ; 
A flow of fruitless help surrounded Carlos, 
To stop th* outwelling blood, and hold back life. 
But what most shakes me, tho* *tis told thee last. 
Is, that they think thee guilty of his death ; 
And, insolently loud, demand thy own. 

Alz, Ahl— — can you 

Ezm. No.. Impossible. I cannot. 
I know thy heart too well to wrong thee so. 
I know thee too, too capable of weakness ; 
But not of purpos*d blood. I saw this danger ; 
But thy own eyes, even on the brink of fate, 
Were blinded by thy love, and thou art fair n. 
Thy husband murdered by thy lover's hand ; 
The council that accuses, will condemn thee, 
And ignominious death becomes thy doom. . 
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I came to warn thee, and prepare thy spirit. 
Now, hastening back, try every hope for pardon j 
Or, failing to redeem tliee, share thy death. 

Alz. My pardon 1 — Pardon at these wretches hands! 
The prince, my father, stoop his prayers to them I 
Death, if it hides me from that thought, is rapture. 
Ah, sir, live on I hope still some happier day. 
To pay back all these pangs, and bless Peru; 
Wait that due day, and love the lost Alzira : 
'Tis all the prayer she makes, and all she wishes, 
I pity dying Carlos ; for I find 
His fate too cruel : and I mourn it deeper. 
Thro' fear he has deserv'd it. As for Zamor, 
Whose Rashness has reveng'd a country's wrongs, 
Urg'd by too keen remembrance of his own, 
1 neither censure nor excuse his deed. 
1 would have staid him ; but he rush'd to die j 
And 'tis not in my choice to live without him. • 

Ezm, Shed thy wish'd mercy liere, all-powerful 
Heaven ! \^ExiU 

Ah. My weeping father call'd on Heav'n to save me. 
1 will not task the grace of Heav'n so far : 
Let me no longer be, and I'm not wretched. 
The Almighty Christian Power, that knows me in- 
nocent, 
Exafls (they say) long life, in fix'd distress j 
And suffers not the brave to shorten woe. 
If so, the gods, once mine, were less severe : 
Why should the wretch, who hopes not, struggle on^ 
Thro* viewless lengths of circling miseries, 
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And dread the hand of death, that points to refuge I 

Sure Christians, in this tale, belie their God. 

His conqu'ring favourites, whom he arms with 

thunder, 
Can ihcy have right, from him, to waste the worlds 
To drive whole millions into death's cold arms i 
And shall not I, for safety, claim that power 
Which he permits to them for martial rage ? 
Ah, Zamor comes 1 They lead him out to die. 

Enter Zamor in Chains, guarded by Spaniards » 

Zam. Kind in their purposed insult, they have 
brought me 

Where my expiring soul ^all mix with thine. 

Yes, my Alzira, we are doom*d together. 

Their black tribunal has condemned us both. 

But Carlos is not dead — that wounds me deepest. 

Carlos survives, to boast short triumph o'er us \ 

And dies so slowly, that our fate comes first. 

Yet, he must die ; my hand not err'd so far. 

But he must die : and when he does, my soul 

Shall snatch th' expe6led moment, hovering, watch- 
ful, 

And hunt him, in revenge, from star to star. 

Pious Alvarez, mournful comes behind, 

Charg'd with our bloody sentence, sign'd in council^ 

That murder may be sandlified by form. 

My only grief is, that thou diest for me. 
AU* That, that should leave thy grief without » 
cause. 
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Since I am thus belov'd, to die with S^mor, 
Is happiness unhop'd> Blesa, bless my fatey 
For this sole blow^ that could have broke my chain* 
Think that this period of supposed distJ-ess, 
This moment, that unites us, tho' in death. 
Is the first time my love tvas free from woe. 
The smiling fate restores me to myself; 
And I can give a h«art, now ail my own. 
If there's a cause for te^rs, Alvarez claims 'em: 
J J while he speaks our doom» shall feel but his. 
Zam, See where the mourner comes^ and weep^ 
his errand. ' 

£«ftfr Alvarez, 

Alv. Which of us three does fortune most distress f 
What an assemblage ours of mingled woes \ 

Zam» Since Heaven will have it so^ that, from thy 
tongue, 
I should receive death's summons, let it come : 
'Twill have one power to please — for I shall hear thc^ 
Do not then pity, but condemn me boldly ; 
And if thy heart, tho* Spanish, bends beneath it. 
Think thou but doom'st an unsubmitting savage^ 
Who kill'd thy son, because unlike his father. 
But what has poor Alzira done against thee \ 
Why must she die in whom a people lives ; 
In whom alone glows that collected soul, 
That, in past ages, brightened all Peru ? 
Is innocence a crime where Spaniards judge ? 
Known, and assum'd by us, for all thy virtues, 

G 
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The jealous envy of thy land reclaims thee, 
And crops thy Indian growth, to creep like Spain. 

Aiz, Wondrous old virtue 1 obstinately kind I 
Thou, singly just, amidst a race of thieves I 
'Twere to be base as they are, could 1 stoop 
To deprecate a vengeance duly thine. 
For thy son's blood be mine the willing sacrifice. 
All I require is but escape from slander ; 
From poor suspicion of a guilt I scorn. 
Carlos, tho' hated, was a hated husband ; 
Whence, e^en my hatred ow'd his life defence. 
He was Alvarez* son too ; and, as such, 
Caird for that rev'rence i^hich himself deservM not. 
As for thy nation, let them praise or blame me i 
Thy witness only can be worth my claim. 
As for my death, 'tis joy to die with Zamor : 
And all the pain I suffer— -is for thee. 
jilv. Words will have way ; or grief, suppress'd in 
vain, 
Would burst its passage with th* out-rushing soul. 
Whose sorrows ever match'd this mingled scene 
Of tenderness with horror ? My son's murderer 
Is Zamor : he who guarded me from murder. 
Is also Zamor. Hold that image fast, 
Affli^ed nature. Life, unwish*d by me 
Is due to Zamor. Young, belov'd, untry'd 
In hope's false failings, life might make him happy. 
My taste of time is gone ; and life, to me. 
Is but an evening's walk in rain and darkness. 
Father I am (at least I was a father) ; 
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But every father first was form'd a man : 

And, spite of nature's call, that cries for vengeance. 

The voice of gratitude must still be heard. 

Oh, thou, so late my daughter 1 thou, whom yet. 

Spite of these tears, I call by that lov'd name ! 

Mistake not my pursuit. I cannot taste 

Those horrible reliefs that rise from blood. 

It shocks me thro* a soul that feels for three. 

Hard stroke of justice 1 thus to lose at once, 

My daughter, my deliverer, and my son. ><'' 

The council, with misguided view to sooth me, 

III chose my tongue to tell their dreadful will. 

True, I received the charge ; for I had weighed it« 

'Twere not impossible, perhaps, to save you : 

Zamor might make it easy. 

Zam, Can T do it f 
Can Zamor save Alzira ? Qjiickly tell me 
How, by what length of torments, and 'tis done ? 

^/o. Cast off thy idol gods, and be a Christian : 
That single change reverses all our fates. 
Kind to the courted souls of Pagan converts, 
We have a law remits their body's doom. 
This latent law, by Heaven's peculiar mercy, 
Points out a road, and gives a right to pardon. 
Religion can disarm a Christian's anger. 
Thy blood becomes a brother's, so converted, 
And with a living son repays a dead. 
Prevented vengeance, seiz'd in her descent, 
6o rests suspended, and forgets to fall. 
From thy new faith, Alzira draws. new life; 

Gij 
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And both are happy here^ and sav'd hereafter. 

Why art thou silent \ Is the task so hard. 

To add eternal life to life below ? 

Speak from thy choice, determine my relief. 

Fain wou'd I owe thee yet a second being. 

Yes ^to restore the life thou robb'st me of, 

A childless father wishes thee to live. 
Alzira is a Christian ; be thou so. 
'Tis all the recompenpe my wrongs will urge. 
Zam. [To /Vlzira.] Shall we, thou £s4rest, noblest 
bpast of beauty I 
Shall we so far indulge our fear to die f 
Shall the soul's baseness bid the body live \ 
Shall Zamor's gods bow to the gods of Carlos \ 
Why wou*d Alvarez bend me down to shaipef 
Why wou*d he thus become the spirit's tyrant ) 
Into how strange a snare am I impelled I 
Either Alzira dies, or lives to scorn me I 
Tell me — re- When fortune gave thee to my power. 
Had I, at such a purchase, held thy life, 
Tell me, wif^h honest truth — wou'd thou have bought 
it? 
Alv. I shpu'd have pray'd the power, I noiv im- 
plore. 
To widen, for his truth, a heart like thine : 
Dark a^ it is, yet worthy to be Christian. 
Zam. [To Alzira.} Death has no pain, but what I 
feel for thpe. 
Life has no power tp charm, bat what thou giy'st it* 
Thou, tlif Q, {irt my $ohI> voyc|isa£s 19 guide it. 
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Buty think l-^reitaember, ere thou bid*st mc choose 1 
'Tis on a matter of more weight than life ) 
•Tis on a subje6t that concerns my gods : 
And all those gods in one-— 4ny dear Alziral 

I trust it to thy honour Speak and fix me. 

If thou conceiv'st it shame, thou wilt disdain it. 
Atz, Then, hear me, Zamor.— My unhappy fc 
ther 
Dispos'd my willing heart, 'twixt heaven and thee : 
The God, he chose, was mine :-^thou may'st, per- 
haps, 
Accuse it, as the weakness of my youth : 
But, *twas not so. My soul, enlarged and clear^ 
Took in the solemn light of Christian truth. 
I saw-^— at leasti I thought I saw, convidion. 
And, when my lips abjured ihy country's gods, 
My secret heart confirm'd the t:hange within. 
But had I wanted that diredi^ive zeal, 
Had I renomic'd my gods, yet still bcliev'd 'em i 

That had not been error, but a crime : 

That had been mocking Heaven's whole host, at 

once; 
The powers I quitted and the power I chose. 
A change like that, had err'd, beyond the tongue : 
And taught the silent^ servile soul, to lie. 
1 cou'd have wish'd, that Heaven had lent thee light, 
But since it did not ■■let thy virtue guide thee. 

Zam. I knew thy gen'rous choice, before I heard it. 
Who, that can die %virh thee, would shun such death, 

And live to his own infamy ? Not Zamor. 

G iij 



^8 Ai^iftA. AS V. 

4lv* InhuiBan sligMers of yourselves and mel 
Whom honour renders blind, and virtue cruel ! 

[A dead wiarck. 
Hark !*^he time presses.— These are sounds of sor- 
row. 

Enter Don A lon z o,/oUoufed iy a mixed Crowd of Spa- 
niards and Americans, mournful. 

Abn, We bring obedience to hk last ccttunandy 
Our dying captain, your unhappy son. 
Who lives no longer, than to reach your bosom. 
A furious crowd of Ims lamenting friends 
Press, to attend him, and revenge his blood. 

lS,nitr Don Ca&los, Brought in by Spanish SoMitrif and 
surrounded by a number of followers^ some ^wkon ^- 
vancc to seize Alzira. 

2Lam,\lnterp05i!ng,'\ Wretches 1 keep distance.— —— 
Let Alzira live \ 
Mine was the single guilt-^^-^be mine the vengeance. 

Alz. Be feasted, ye officious hounds of blood : 
Guiltless or guilty, 'tis my choice to die. 
Alv. My son! my dying son 1— this silent pale- 
ness, 
This look, speaks for thee, and forbids all hope. 
Zam. [To Don Carlos.] Even to the last then, thou 
maintain'st thy hate ? 
.Come — see me suffer; mark my eye; and scorn me^ 
If my expiring soul confesses fear. 
Look— and be taught, at least, to die— by Zamor. 
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thy virtues : 
But, there are some of mine, I come to teach thee. 
I shou'd, in life, have given thy pride example : 
Take it, too late, in death j and mark it well. 
[^ Alv.] Sir, my departing spirit staid its journey. 
First, 'till my eyes might leave their beams in yours ; 
And their dim lights expire, amidst your blessing. 
Next, what you taught me, 'tis my task to shove, 
And die the son of your paternal -virtue. 

Eager in life's warm race, I never stopp*d 
To look behind nte, and review ipy v^^y* 
But, at the goal, before I judg'd it near, 
1 start and reccdledl forgotten siidings. 

On the grave'-s serious verge, I turn and see 

Humanity oppress'd, to cherish pride : 

Heaven has reveng'd the earth: — and Heav'n is 

justl 
Cou^d my own-blood but expiate what I shed, 
All my rash sword has drawn from suff'-ring inno* 

cence, 
I shou'd lie down in dust-^— -and rest in peace. 
Cheated by prosp*rous fortune, death deals plainly ; 
But — I have learnt to live, when life forsakes me. 
Safe and forgiven, be the hand I fall by. 
Power is yet mine ; and it absolves my murder, 
live, my proud enemy ; and live in freedom. 

Live and observe, tho' Christians oft aft ill. 

They must forgive ill a6lions in another. 
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•^Esmonty my friend I and you» ye friendless In-» 

diansl 
Subjcdls, not slaves I be rulM henceforth by law. 
Be grateful to my pity, though 'twas late ; 
And teach your country^s kings to fear no longer* 
•—Rival, learn hence the difference 'twixt our goda ; 
Thine have inspir'd thee to pursue revenge j 
But mine, when that revenge had reachM my life* 
Command me to esteem, and give thee pardon. 

Alv. Virtues like these, my son, secure thy peace : 
But double the distress of us who lose thee. 

Alz. Of all the painful wonders thou hast causM 
me. 
This change, this language, will affiifl me most 1 

Zam. Die soon, or live for ever.— -If thou thus 
Go'st on, to charm my anger into envy, 
I shall repent, I was not born a Christian, 
And hate the justice tliat compeird my blow ! 

D, Curios. I will go farther yet \ — I will not leave 
thee^ 
Till I have soften'd envy into friendship. 
— Mournful Alzira has been too unhappy : 
Lov*d to distress and married to misfortune I 
I wou'd do something to atone her wrongs ^ 
And with a softer sense, imprint her pity. 
Take her— *and owe her to the hand she hates. 
Live — and remember me without a curse. 
Resume lost empire, o'er your conquer'd states : 
Be friends to Spain :— nor enemies to me. 
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[To Alvarez.}— Vouchsafe ny claim, sir» to tl^is lon^ 

this daughter : 
And be both father and protedhnr ^oo« 
May Heaven and you be kind I and they be Chris- 
tians 1 

Zam* I stand immoveable— confus*d — astonish'd I 
If these are Christian virtues, I am Christian. 
The faith that can inspire this gen'rous change. 

Must be divine and glows with all its God I 

' Friendship, and constancy, and right, and pity. 

All these were lessons I had learnt before. 
But this unnatural grandeur of the soul 
Is more than mortal ; and out- reaches virtue. 
It draws — ^it charms—- it binds me to be Christian. 
It bids me blush at my remember'd rashness : 

Curse my revenge and pay thee all my love. 

[^Throws Amseifat kisjeetm 

Alz. A widow'd wife, blushing to be thus late, 
In her acknowledgment of tender pity ; 
Low, at your injur'd feet, with prostrate heart, 

[Kneels with Zamor. 
Weeps your untimely death ; and thanks your good- 
ness. 
^ Torn by contending passions, I want power 
To speak a thousand truths, I see you merit : 
But honour and confess your greatness wrong'd. 

D, Carlos. Weep not, Alzira — I forgive again. 
— For the last time, my father, lend your bosom* 
Live to be bless*d 1 — and make Alzira so 1 
Remember. Zamor— that a Christian— Oh 1 [Dies* 
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Aiv. [To Ezmont.] I see the hand of Heaven in 
our misfortune* 
But justice strikes ; and sufferers must submit. 

IVoes are good counsellors ; and kindly show. 
What prospWous error never lets us know, 

[Exeunt omnes* 



EPILOGUE. 



Spoken by Alkie a* 

±HE fifth a3 pasidf youUl think it strange to find 
My scene of deep distress is yet behind. 
Tasked for the epilogue^ IfearyouUl blame 
My want^of what you love^ behind that name. 
Bitty for my soul, I can't from such high scening 
Descend^ plum down at once — to doubU^meaningm 
Judges I proteQ me — and pronounce it fit ^ 
That solemn sense should end with serious wit. 
When the full heart o*erfiows with pleasing pain. 
Why should we wish to make th' impression vain f 
Wky, when two thinking hours have fix' d the playy 
Should two light minutes laugh its use away f 
*Twere to proclaim our virtues but a jest , 
Should they who ridicule 'em, please us best. 
No — rather y at your odor's hands require 
Offerings more apt \ and a sublimtrfire I 
Thoughts that may rivet, not efface, the scene .* 
Aids to the mind; notfiatt'riesfor the spUen, 
When love, hate, pity — doubt, hope, grief, and rage. 
With clashing influence, fire the glowing stage; 
When the touched heart, relenting into woe. 
From others' fate does its own danger know ; 



■PILOCDB. 



fFiai sp/^aing Imdtmia unlxki tkt mind, 
^nd lit strttck'd iasoiH (aits in ail maniinj : 
SuTt, 'tis no linujor tie ioldkand of oat 
To snatch ieti vrrtutifrom tie plunder' d pit. 
Still ie it ours to give you scenes tius strong. 
And yours to cierisi and retain 'eik loUg I 
Then shall tie stage its gennal me endear ; 
And every virtue getier firmness iere. 
Poai'r be la pardon — wtalth to pity mev'd; 
And truti be taugii tkt art, to grow bclm^d: 
Women to charm with fast and sure eJeB ( 
And men to love 'em teiti a soft resped ; 
Till all alike, some difrent motive rouses f 
And tragedy, anfitrc'd, inviiesfjill kouses. 
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PROLOGUE. 



SPOKEN BY MR. WESTON. 
He peeps in at the Stage Door* 

Hip I mask! nuukl'^Have you mere to play f 
Somewhat Pdofkr'^stopyour cat-^gtitf pray. 
Will you permity and not pronounce me ruie^ 
A kookuUer one moment to intrude f 
My name is Foolscap: — all my troubles paa^ 
Fortune hath given me a rare helping castm 
To all my toils a wife hath put a stop : 
A devil first ; hut now 1 keep a shop. 
My master diedf poor man / he'*s out of print / 
His widoWy she had eyes and took my hint* 
A prey to griefs she could not bear to be^ 
And so tum*d over a new leaf with me, 

J drive a trade ; have authors in n^ pay^ 
Men of all work, per weehf per sheets per day, 
TKAV*LL£R8y who not one foreign country know: 
And Past*ral Poets, in the sound of Bow, 
Translators, Jrom the Greek they never read\ 
C A N T A B s and S o f H s , in Omenta Garden bred. 
Historian Sy wko cannU write ; who only take 
Scissars and paste ; cut, vamp ; a book they make. 
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I've treated for this play ; can buy it too^ 
If I could learn what you intend to do. 
If for nine nights youUl bear this tragic stuff i 
I have a newspaper^ and there can puff, 

A newspaper doet wonders I none can ht 
In debtf in love, dependent, or quite free^ 
Ugly or handsome, well, or ill in bed. 
Single or married, or alive or dead. 
But of€ give life, death, virtue, vice with ease ; 
In short a newspaper does what we pUaie* 
There jealous authors at each other barh ; 
'7f// Truih leaves not one glimpse, no, not one spark ; 
But lies meet lies, and jostle in the dark. 
Our Bard within has often felt the dart 
Sent from our quiver, UvelPd at his heart, 
Pve pressed him, ere he plays this despWate game^ 
7h answer all, and vindicate his name. 
But he, convinced that all but truth must die. 
Leaves to its own mortality the lie. 
Would any know, while parties fight pelUmell^ 
How he employs his pen ? — his play will tell. 
To that he trusts; that he submits to you, 
AivCd at your tend* rest feelings, moral, new. 
The scenes, he hopes, will draw the heart-felt tear \ 
Scenes that come home to ev^ry bosom, here. 

If this will do, I* II run and buy it straight i 
Stay ; fet me see ; I think Pd better wait : 
Yes; i* II lie snug, till you have fix* d its fate. 
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GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 



ACT /. SCENE I. 



Enter MelanI'hon, and Phi lotas. 

Melanthon. 
Yet, a momenta heari Philotas, hear mc. 

PhiL No more ; it must not be. 
. Melan, Obdurate man ; 

Thus wilt thou spurn me, when a king distressed, 
A good, a virtuous, venerable king, 
The father of his people, from a throne. 
Which long with ev'ry virtue he adorn'd. 
Torn by a ruffian, by a tyrant's hand. 
Groans in captivity ? In his own palaqe 
Lives a sequestered prisoner ? Oh I Philotas, 
If thou hast not renounc'd humanity, 
Let me behold my sovereign ; once again 
Admit me to his presence ; let me see 
My royal master. 

Bij 
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PkiL • Urge thy suit no further; 
Thy words are fruitless ; Dionysius* orders 
Forbid access; he is our sovVdgn now ; 
*Tis his to give the law, mine to obey. . 

Melan. Thou canst not mean it : his to give the 
law I 
Detested spoiler I — his t a vile usurper I 
Have we forgot the elder Dionysius, 
SurnamM the Tyrant ? To Sicilians throne 
The monster waded thro' whole seas of blood. 
Sore groan*d the land beneath his iron rod. 
Till rous'd at length Evander came from Greece^ 
Like Freedom's Genius came, and sent the tyrant^ 
Stript of the crown, and to his humble raiik 
Once more reduc'd, to roam, for vile subsistence, 
A wandering sophist thro' the realms of Greece. 

PAii. Melanthon, yes ; full clearly I remember 
The splendid day, when all rejoicing Sicily 
Haird her deliverer. 

Melan. Shall the tyrant's son 
Deduce a title from the father's guilt f 
Philotas, thou wert once the friend of goodness ; 
Thou art a Greek ; fair Corinth gave thee birth ; 
I mark'd thy growing youth ; I need not tell. 
With what an equal sway Evander reign'd. 
How just, how upright, generous and good 1 , 
From ev'ry region bards and sages came ; 
Whatever of science Egypt stored ; 
All that the East had treasur'd ; all that Greece 
Of mortal wisdom taught, and Plato's voice. 
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Was beard in Sicily. Shall Dionysius 
'Extinguish every virtue from the land. 
Bow to his yoke the necks of freeborn men. 
And here perpetuate a tyrant's reign ? 

PM, Whate'er his rights to him in Syracuse 
All bend the knee ; his the supreme dominion^ 
And death and torment wait his sovereign nod. 

Alelan. But soon that pow*r shall cease : behold his 
walls ^ 

Now close encircled by the Grecian bands ; 
Timoleon leads them on; indignant Corinth 
Sends her avenger forth, array'd in terror. 
To hurl ambition from a throne usurp 'd, 
And bid all Sicily resume her rights. 

PAi/, Thou wert a statesman once, Melanthoni 
now^ 
Grown dim with age, thy eye pervades no more 
The deep-laid schemes which Dionysius plans. 
Know then, a fleet from Carthage even now 
Stems the rough billow ; and, ere yonder sun, 
That now declining seeks this western wave. 
Shall to the shades of night resign the world, 
Thou*lt see the Punic sails in yonder bay. 
Whose waters wash the walls of Syracuse. 

Mcian. Art thou a stranger to Timol eon's name ? 
Intent to plan, and circumspect to see 
All possible events, he rushes on 
Resistless in his course 1 Your boasted master 
Scarce stands at bay'; each hour the strong blockade 

Biij 
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Hems him in closer, and ere long thou*lt view 
Oppression's iron nxl to fragments shiver*d I 
The good Eirander then-*— - 

PAil. Alas, Evander 
Will ne'er behold the golden time you look fort 

Melan. How I not behold it t Say, Philotas, speak ; 
Has the fell tyrant^ haVe his felon murderers— 

PAiL As yet, my friendi Evander lives. 

Melan» And yet ^ 
Thy dark half-hinted purpose—lead me to htm; 
If thou hast murder'd him— <— 

Phil. By Hcav'n, he lives. 

Melan, Then bless me with one tender interview* ' 
Thrice has the sun gone down, since last these 6ycs 
Have seen the good old king ; say, why is this I 
Wherefore debarM his presence i Thee, Pfailotas, 
The troops obey, that guard the royal pris'ner ; 
Each avenue to thee is open ; thou 
Canst grant admittance ; let me, let me see hhn. 

PhiL Entreat no more $ the soul of Dionysius 
Is ever wakeful ; rent with all the pangs 
That wait on conscious guilt. 

Melon, But when dun night-*^ 

Phil. Alas I it cannot be : but mark my words. 
Let Greece urge on her general assault. 
Dispatch some friend, who may o*erieap the walls. 
And tell Timoleon, the good old Evander 
Has liv'd three days, by Diony&ius order, 
Lock*d up from every sustenance of nature. 
And life, now wearied out, almost expires. 



2 
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Mdan* If any spark of Tirfue dwells within thce^ 
Lead me, Philotas^ lead me to hia prison. 

P^iL The tyrant's jealous care hath mor*d him 
thence» 

Melan. Hal mov'd him, say'st thou I 

Phil. At the midnight hour» 
Silent convey'd him up the steep ascent. 
To where the elder Dtonysius form'd. 
On the sharp summit of the pointed rods. 
Which overhangs the deep, a dungeon drear t 
Cell within cell, a labyrinth of horror. 
Deep cavern'd in the cliff, where many a wretch. 
Unseen by mortal eye, has groan'd in anguish. 
And died obscure, unpitied, and unknown. 

Melan. Clandestine murderer 1 Ves, there's the 
scene 
Of horrid massacre. Full oft I Ve walk*d. 
When all things lay in sleep and darkness hush*d« 
Yes, oft Tve walked the lonely sulicn beach. 
And heard the mournful sound of many a corse 
PUing*d from the rock into the wave beneath, 
That murmurs on the shore. And means he thus 
To end a monarch's life \ Oh 1 grant my pray'r $ 
My timely succour may prote6l his days ; 
The guard is yours^— - 

PkUm Forbear; thou plead'st in vain; 
And though I feel soft pity throbbing here. 
Though each emotion prompts the gen Vous deed» 
I must not yield ; it were assured destru^ion. 
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Farewell, dispatch a message to the Greeks ; 
1*11 to my station \ now thou know'st the worst. 

[Exit. 
Milan* Oh, lost Evander 1 Lost Euphrasia tool 
How will her gentle nature bear the shock 
Of a dear father, thus in ling'ring pangs 
A prey to famine, like the verricst wretch 
Whom the hard hand of misery hath grip*d 1 
In vain she'll rave with impotence of sorrow ; 
Perliaps provoke her fate: Greece arms in vain) 
Airs lost ; Evander dSesl 

Enter Calip^us* 

Cal. Where is the king \ 
Our troops, that sallied to attack the foe. 
Retire disordered ; to the eastern gate 
The Greeks pursue ; Timoleon rides in blood t 
Arm, arm, and meet their fury. 

Mtlan* To the citadel 
Direct thy footsteps ; Dionysius there 
Marshals a chosen band. 

Col. Do thou call forth 
Thy hardy veterans; haste, or all is lost I {Exit. 

\Warlikt music* 

Melan. Now, ye just gods^ now look propitious 
down; 
Now give the Grecian sabre tenfold edge, 
And save a virtuous king I \Warlikt music. 
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Mnttr EupHftAMAt 

Et^k. War on, ye heroes, 
Ye great assertors of a monarch*^ cause! 
Let the wild tempest rage. Melanthon, ha f 
Didst thou not hear the vast tremendous roarf 
Down tumbling from its base the eastern tow'r 
Burst on the tyrant's ranks, and on the plain 
Lies an extended ruin. 

Milan, Still new horrors 
Increase each hour, and gs^ther round our heads. 

EupA. The glorious tumult lifts my tow'ring soul. 
Once more, Melanthon, once again, my Either 
Shall mount Sicilians throne* 

Me/an, Alast that hour 
Would come with joy to ev^ry honest heart. 
Would shed diyinest blessings from its wing ; 
But no such hour in all the round of time» 
I fear, the fates averse will e*er lead on. 

Enpk, And still, Melanthon, still does pale despair 
Depress thy spirit f Lo I Timoleon comes, 
Arm'd with the pow*r of Greece j the brave, the just, 
God-like Timoleon I ardent to redress, 
He guides the war, and gains upon his prey* 
A little interval shall set the victor 
Within our gates triumphant. 

Meiam. Still my fears 
Forbode for thee. Would thou hadst left this place. 
When hence your husband, the brave Phocion, led. 
Fled with your infant son I 
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Eupk* In duty fixM, 
Here I remain'd, while my brave gcn'roijs Phocion 
Fled with my child, and from his mother's arms 
Bore my sweet little one. Full well thou know*st 
The pangs I sufier'd in that trying moment. 
Did I not weep \ Did I not rave and shriek^ 
And by the roots tear my dishevelled hair ^ 
Did I not follow to the sea-beat shore, 
Resolv'd with him, and with my blooming boy. 
To trust the winds and waves ? 

Melan. Deem not, Euphrasia, 
I e*er ca^ doubt thy constancy and love. 

Eupk, Melanthon, how I loved, the gods who saw 
Each secret image that my fancy form'd, 
The gods can witness how I lovM my Phocion. 
And yet I went not with him. Could I do it ? 
Could I desert my father } Could I leave 
The venerable man, who gave me being, 
A vidim here in Syracuse, nor stay 
To watch his fate, to visit his affli6lion» 
To clfeer his prison hours, and with the tear 
Of filial virtue bid ev'n bondage smile i 

Melan. The pious awl, whatever the fates intend, » 
Shall merit heart-felt praise. 

EupA, Yes, Phocion, go, 
Go with my child, torn from this matron breast. 
This breast that still should yield its nurture to him. 
Fly with my infant to some happier shore. 
If he be safe, Euphrasia dies content. 
Till that -sad close of all, the task be mine 
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To tend a father with delighted care. 

To smooth the pillow of declining age, 

See him sink gradual into mere decay. 

On the last verge of life watch ev'ry look, 

Explore each fond unutterable wish, 

Catch his last breath, and close his eye^ in peace* 

Mdan. I would not add to my afflictions ; yet 
My heart misgives ; Evaiider's fatal period— r— 

Euph» Still is far off; the Gods have sent relief. 
And once again I. shall behold him king, 
p Melan. Alas 1 those glittU'ing hopes but lend a ray 
To gild the clouds, that hover o'er your head. 
Soon to rain sorrow down, and plunge you deeper 
In black despair, 

Euph, The spirit-stirring virtue, 
That glows within me, ne*er shall know despair. 
No, I will trust the Gods. Desponding man 1 
Hast thou not heard with what resistless ardour 
Timoleon drives the tumult of the war \ 
Hast thou not heard hini thund'ring at our gates ? 
The tyrant's pent up in his last retreat ; 
Anon thou*lt see his battlements in dust. 
His walls, his ramparts, and his tow'rs in ruin ; 
Destruction pouriixg m.on ev*ry side. 
Pride and oppression at their utmost need. 
And naught to save him in his hopeless hour. 

[Ajlourisk of trumpets. 
' Melan, Hal. the fell tyrant comes— Beguile his rage^ 
And o'er your sorrows cast a dawn of gladness. 



S6 THB OABCIAN l>AV«HTXft« Mt 

Enter DiOMYSius, Cauppus, Officers, &c, ^ 

Dieti. The vain preminpluous Greek! his hopes of 
conquest. 
Like a gay dream, are vanish'd into air. 
Proudly elate, and flush*d with easy triumph 
O'er vulgar warriors, to the gates of Synu:use 
He urg'd the war, till Dionysius* arm 
Let slaughter loose, and taught his dastard train 
To seek their safety by ingtorious flight. 

EupA. O Dionysius, if distradting fears 
Alarm this throbbing bosom, you will, pardon 
A frail and tender sex. Should ruthless war 
Roam through our streets, and riot here in bloody 
Where shall the lost Euphrasia find a shelter i 
In vain she'll kneel, and clasp the sacred altar. 

let me then, in merc^ let me seek 
The gloomy mansion, where my father dw^ | 

1 die content, if in his arms I perish* 
Dion, Thou lovely trembler, hush thy fears to rest. 

The Greek recoils ; like the impetuous surge 
That dashes on the rock, there breaks, and foams^ 
And backward rolls into the sea again* 
All shall be well in Syracuse : a fleet 
Appears in view, and brings the chosen sons 
Of Carthage. Prom the hill that fronts the main» 
I saw their canvas swelling with the wind^ 
While on the purple wave the western sun 
Glanc'd the remains of day* 
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EuPh, Yet till the fury 
Of war subside, the wild, the horrid interval 
In safety let me sooth to dear delight 
In a lovM father *s presence t from his sight. 
For three long days, with specious feigned excuse 
Your guards debarr'd mfe. Oh I While yet he liVesj 
Indulge a daughter's love ; worn out with age 
Soon must he seal his eyes ia endless night. 
And with his converse charm my ear no more. 

Dion, Why thus anticipate misfortune ? Still 
Evander mocks the injuries of time. 
Calippus, thou survey the city round 9 
Station the centinels, that no surprise 
Invade the unguarded works, while drowsy rfight 
Weighs down the soldier's eye. Afflicted fair. 
Thy couch invites thee. When the tumult's o*er| 
Thou*lt sde Evander with redoubled joy. 
Though now unequal to the cares of empire 
His age sequester him, yet honours high 
Shall gild the evening of his various day. 

Eupk. For this benignity accept my thanks. 
They gush in tears^ and my heart (>otirs its tribute* 

Dion. Perdiccas, e'er the morn's revolving light 
Unveil the face of things^ do thou dispatch 
A well-oar*d galley to HaraHcar's fleet ; 
At the north point of yonder promontory 
Ijet some sele^ed officer instrtt^ him 
To moor his ^ps, andnssoe on the land. 
Then may Timoleon tremble : vengeance xYiVk 
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Shall OTerwhclm his camp, pursue liis baa^ 
With fatal liavock to tke oceaa^s margin. 
And cast their limbs to glut tiie v^iltore's "tiuiiine 
In mangled hea^ vpon the naked siione. 

[Exit Dionysiiu. 

£a^i. Wbatdol beart Melaatiiony can k be f 
If Cartbage crnnes, if ber perfidious sons 
Dst in his ^use, the dawn of fineedofs's gone. 

Melan* Wo, bift'rest wo impends; thou wouldst 
noi think--*— 

£uph. How? — ^leakl unfold. 

Melan, My tongue denies its olfice. 

EupA. How is fliy father ? Say, Melanthon*— — 

Melon, He, 
I fear to diock "thee widi the tale of horror 1 
Perhaps he diesrtds fnoment. — ^Since Timoleon 
First formed fats Haes round this beleaguer'd city^ 
No nutriment bas soisch'd Evander's lips. 
In th^ deep caroms of tbe rock nnprisoit'td 
He pines in bitterest want. 

EupA. To that abode 
Of wo and hDiTor« that lastatage of life» 
Has tbe fell tyrant mov'd bimf 

Melan. There seqiiester*d| 
Alas I he soon nutSt pensh. 

EvpA. Well, ny beauty 
Well do your vital drops forget ioHiemm 

Melan. Enough bis swfird has reok'd witii |mbiic 



1 
KoW dark insidious deeds must thin mankind. 
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Euph, Oh 1 nighty that oir hast heard my piercing 
shrieks 
Disturb thy awful silence ; oft lias heard 
Each stroke these hands in frantic sorrow gave 
From this sad breast resounding, now no mere 
I mean to vent complaints ; i oieaa wqIl now 
With busy mem'ry to retrace the wrongs 
The tyrant heap'd on our devoted race. 
I bear it all; with calmest patience bear it s 
Resigned and wretched, desperate and lost. 

Mdan, Despair, alasl is all the sad resource 
Our fate allows us now. 

Eupk. Yet why despair ? 
Is that the tribute to a father due ) 
Blood is his due, Melanthon ; yes, the blood, 
The vile, black blood, that fills the tyrant*s i^tns, 
Would graceful look upon my dagger's point. 
Come, vengeance, come, shake off this feeble sex, 
Sinew my arm, and guide it to his heart. 
And thou, O filial piety, that rul'st 
My woman's breast, turn to vindictive rage } 
Assume the port of justice ^ shew mankind 
Tyrannic guilt had never dar'd in Syracuse, 
Beyond the reach of virtue. 

Melan, Yet beware } 
Controul this frenzy that bears down your reasdtfi* 
Surrounded by his guards, the tyrant mocks 
Your utmosit fury ; moderate your aeal. 
Nor let him hear these transports of the soul. 
These wild upbraidings. 

Cij 
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Euph» Shall Euphrasia*s yoice 
Be hush*d to silence, when a father dies ? 
8haU not the monster hear his deeds accurst } 
Shall he not tremble, when a daughter comes, 
Wild with her griefs, and terrible with wrongs. 
Fierce in despair, all nature in her cause 
Alarm'd and rous'd with horror ? Yes, Melanthon, 
The man of blood shall hear me ; yes, my voice 
Shall mount aloft upon the whirlwind's wing. 
Pierce yon blue vault, and at the throne of Ueav'n 
Call down red vengeance on the murderer's head. 
Melanthon, come ; my wrongs will lend me force ; 
The weakness of my sex is gone; this arm 
Feels tenfold strength ; this arm shall do a deed 
For heay*n and earth, for men and gods to wonder at t 
This arno shall vindicate a father's cause. [ExeunU 
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A wild romantic Seine amidst overhanging Rocks ; 4 

Cavern on one Side. 

Arcas. [With a spear in h'S hand,'] 
The gloom of night sits heavy on the world ; 
And o'er the solemn scene such stillness reigns. 
As 'twere a pause of nature; on the beach 
No mur^i'ring billow breaks ; the Grecian tents 
J^ie sunk in sleep \ no gleaming fires are seen ; 
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AU Syracuse is hushM : no stir abroad. 
Save ever and anon the dashing oar. 
That beats the sullen wave. And harkt — ^Was that 
The groan of anguish from Evander's cell. 
Piercing the midnight gloom ;— It is the sound 
Of bustling prows, that cleave the briny deep. 
Perhaps at this dead hour Hamilcar*s Bctt 
Rides in the bay. 

£ni<r ^HiLOTA^, /ram^kc cavern, 

PkU. What ho I brave Areas 1 ho I 

jir€. Why thus desert thy couch > 

PhU, Methought the sound 
Of distant uproar chas*d affrighted sleep. 

jirc. At intervals the oar's resounding stroke 
Comes echoing from the main. Save that repot fy 
A death-like silence through the wide expan«t 
firoods o*er the dreary coast* 

Phil* Do thou retire. 
And seek repose ; the duty of thy watch 
Is now performed ; I take thy post. 

u4rc* How fares 
Your royal pris*ner } 

Phil, Areas, shall I own 
A secret weakness \ My heart inward melrs' 
To see that suffering virtue. On the earth. 
The cold, damp earth, the royal victim Ties; 
And while pale famine drinks his vital spirit. 
He wetcomes deadi, and smiles himself cp rest. 



tft THE GRECIAN DAVOBTER. AQlh 

Oh ! would I could relieve him ! Thou withdraw ; 
Thy wearied nature claims repose; and now 
fhe watch is mine. 

Arc, May no alarm disturb thee. ££xti. 

PkiL Some dread event is lab'ring into birth. 
At close of day the sullen sky lieid forth 
pnerring signals. With disastrous glare 
The moon's full orb rose crimson'd o'er with blood ; 
And lo ! athwart the gloom a falling star 
Trails a long tra6t gf fire ! — What daring step 
^ounds on the flinty rock ? Stand there ; what ho I 
Speak, ere thou dar*«t advance t Unfold thy purpose ^ 
Who and what art tbpu ? 

Enter Euphrasia^ with a lantkorn in her hai^^ 

Euph, Mine no hostile step ; 
I bring no valour to alarm thy fpars : 
It is a friend approaches. 

PkiL Ha I what mean 
Those plaintive notes ? 

Euph* Here is no ambush'd Greek, 
No warrior to surprise thee on the watch. 
An humble suppliant comes— Alas my strength 
jf xhausted quite forsakes this weary frame. 

Phil, What vpipe Jhijs piercing thro' the gleam of 
nightf— 
What art thou ? what thy errand ? quickly say 
What wretch, with what intent, at this dead hour — 
Wherefore alarm'st thou thus our peaceful watch ? 

f.uph. Let no mistrust affright thee — Lo 1 a wretch. 
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The veriest wretch that ever groan'd in anguish. 
Comes here to grovel on the earth before thee, 
To tell her sad, sad tale, implore thy aid, 
For sure the pow'r is thine, thou canst relieve 
My bleeding heart, and soften all my woes. 

Phil. Hal sure those accents-^ 

\T<jA€S the light from heu 
- Euph. Deign to listen to me. 

Phil, Euphrasia I— 

Euph. Yes ; the lost, undone Euphrasia ; 
Supreme in wretchedness ; to th' inmost sense, 
Here in the quickest fibre of the heart. 
Wounded, transfix'd, and tortur'd to distra6lion. 

Phil. Why, princess, thus anticipate the dawn ? 
Still sleep and silence wrap the weary world ; 
The stars in mid career usurp the pole; 
The Grecian bands, the winds, the waves are hush'd j 
All things are mute around us ; all but you 
Rest in oblivious slumber from their cares. 

Euph. Yes, all ; all rest : the very murd'rer sleeps ; 
Guilt is at rest : I only wake to misery. 

Phil. How didst thou gain the summit of the rock } 

Euph. Give me my father ; here you hold him fet- 
ter'd ; 
Oh! give him to me ; — in the fond pursuit 
All pain and peril vanish ; love and duty 
Inspir*d the thought; despair itself gave courage; 
I-climb'd the hard ascent; with painful toil 
Surmounted craggy cliffs, and pointed rocks ; 
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Euph. Talk'stthouofpky ^ 
Yield to the gen'rous instoa ; grant my piay'r ; 
Let my eyes view hifB, gaze their last upon hiin» 
And shew you have some sense of hitman wo. 

PkiL Her vehemence of grief o'erpow'rs ae quite« 
My honest heart condemns the barb'roii& deed. 
And if I dare— 

Euph. And if you dare l-*U that 
The voice of manhood \ Honesty If you dare I 
'Tis the slave's virtue I 'tis the utmost limit 
Of the base coward's honour — >Not a wretch^ 
There's not a villain, not a tool of powV, 
But, silence interest^ extinguish fear. 
And he will prove benevolent to man* 
The gen'rous heart does more: will daure t^all 
That honour prompts.—— ^How dost thou dare to 

murder? — 
Respe6l the gods, and know no o^ber fear. > 

PkiL No other fear assails this warlike breast, 
I pity your misfortunes ; yes, by Heav'n, 
My heart bleeds for you. Gods I you've touched my 

soult 
The gen'roiis impulse is not giv*n in vain, 
I feel thee, Nature, and I dare obey. 
Oh ! thou hast conquer'd. — Go^ Euphrasia, go, 
Behold thy father. 

Eupk. Raiie me, raise me up; 
I'll bathe thy hand with tears, thou gen'rous man! 

Phil, Yet mark my words ; if aught of nourish-* 
ment 



Thou wouldst convey, my partners of the watch 
Will ne'er consent. 

EapA. I will observe your orders : 
On any terms, oh 4 let me, let me see him. 

Pki/. Yon tamp will guide thee thro' the carera'd 

way. 

EupA, My heart runs o*er ih thanks ; the pious a^ 
Timoleon shall reward j the bounteous gods, 
And thy own virtue, Shalt reward tlie deed. 

{Goes into tht tave, 

PkU, Prevailing, pow'rM virtue 1 — Thou subdnest 
The stubborn heart, andttiowld'st it to thy purpose. 
Would I could save them 1— But tho* not for me 
iTw glorious pow'r to shelter innocence, 
Yet for a moment to assuage its woes, 
Is the best sympathy, the purest joy 
Nature intended for the heart of man. 
When thus she gave the social genVous tear. [Exit. 



SCENE n. 

The Inside of the Cavem» Enter Arc AS and Eu- 
phrasia. 

y^rc. No : on my life I dare not. . 

Evpk. Butasmall^ 
A wfctched pittance ; •one poor corral clrop 
To renovate exhausted droofHsg age, 
I ask no more. 
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Arc, Not the smallest store 
Of scanty nourishment must pass these walls. 
Our lives were forfeit else : a momeilt's parley 
Is all I grant ; in yonder cave he lies. 

Evan, \Wiihin the C€U*'\ Oh, struggliog nature 1 let 
thy conflict end. 
Oh ! give me, give me rest* 

Euph, My father's voice I 
It pierces here I it cleaves my very heart. 
I shall expire, and never see him more. 

Arci Repose thee, princess^ here, \praw$ a toutk.'\ 
here rest thy limbs. 
Till the returning blood shall lend thee firmness^ 

Euph. The caves, the rocks, re-^echo to his groans I 
And is there no relief? 

Arc, All I can grant 
You shall command. I will unbar the dungeon^ 
Unloose the chain that binds him to the rock, 
And leave your interview without restraint. 

\Optni a cdl in the back scent. 

Eupk, Hold, hold my heart I Oh 1 how shall I sus^* 
tain 
The agonizing scene ? [/?««.] I must behold him; 
Nature that drives me on, will lend me force. 
Is that my father ? 

Arc, Take your last farewell. 
His vigour seems not yet exhausted qtiite. 
You must be brief, or ruin will ensue. [Exit, 

Evan, [Raising himself .} Oh! when shill X get free r 
-^These ling'ring pangs— ^ 



Eupk. Behold, ye powVs, that spectacle of wo h - 

Evan. Dispatch me, pitying gods, and save my 
child 1 
I buni| I burn ; alas I no place of rest : 

\^Rises and comes out* 
A little air ; once more a breath of air % 
Alas 1 I faint ; I die. 

Evpk. Heart-piercing sight t 
Let me support you, sir. 

Evan, Oh I lend your arm. 
Whoe'er thou art^ 1 thank thee : that kind breeze 
Comes gently o'er my senses — lead me forward : 
Aod is there left one charitable hand 

* 

To reach its succours to a wretch like me ? 

Eupk* Well may*st thou ask it. Oh^ my breaking 
heart 1 
The hand of death is on him* 

Evan^\ftii\\ a little, 
A little onward to the air condu6l me \ 
'Tis well i — I thank thee ; thou art kind and good. 
And much I wonder at this gen'rous pity. 

Eupk, Do thou not know me, sir \ 

Evan, Methinks I kpow 
That voice : art thou— alas! my eyes are dim t 
Each object swims before me — No^ in truth 
I do not know thee. 

Euph, Not your own Euphrasia ? 

Evan, Art thou my daughter ? 

Etipk, Oily my honoured sire I 

Evan. My daughter, my Euphrasia \ come to close 

D 
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A father's ey«8 1 Giv*n to my last embracel 
Gods I do I hold her once again } Your meixnes 
Are without number. [^Faiis om the amck. 

This excess of bliss 

0*erpow*rs ; ft kills ; Euphrasia— could I hope it ? 
I die content-*- i\Tt thou indeed my daughter } 
Thou art ; my hand is moistened with thy tears : 
I pray you do not weep-^thou art my child : 
I thank you^ gods I in my last dying moments 
You have not left me—- 1 would pour my praise ; 
But, oh, your goeidness overctmaes me quite I 
You read my heart ; you see what passes there. 

£tip&. Alas, he faints; the gushing tide of tnms- 
pon 
Bears down each feeble sense : restore him, Heav*n I 

Evan. All, my Euphrasia, all will soon be well. 
Pass but a moment, and this busy globe. 
Its thrones, its empires, and its bustling mHilons, 
Will seem a speck in the great void of space. 
Yet while I stay, thon darling of my age 1 
Nay, dry those tears. 

Euph, I will, myfathei. 

Evan. Where, 
I fear to ask it, where is virtuous Phocion T 

EupA, Fled from the tyranl*s pow'r. 

Evan. And left thee here 
£xpos*d and helpless ? 

Euph. He is all truth and honour: 
He fled to save my child. 

Evan. My yoiihg Cvanderl 
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Your boy is safe» Euphrasia ? — Oh, my heart I 
Alas I quite gone ; worn out with misery ; 
Ob, weak, decay*4 old man I 

Eupk, Inhuman wretches 1 
Will none relieve his want } A drop of water 
Might save his life ; and ev*n that's deny'd him. 

Evan, These strong emotions^— Ok I that eager air— <■ 
it is too much — assist noe ; bear me hence ; 
And lay me down in peace. 

Eupk, His eyes are fix'd I 
And those pale quWring lips 1 He clasps my hand : 
What, no assistance 1 MonStersi will ytm thus 
Let him expire in these weak feeble arms ^ 

Enter Philot AS. 

Phil. Those wild, those piercing shrieks will give 

th' alarm. 
Euph. Support him ^ bear him hence; 'tis all I askt 
Evan. [4s At is carried of,} O, Death! where art 
thou i Death, thou dread of guilt. 
Thou wish of innocencei alBiflioa's friend, 
Tir*d Nature calls tl>ee ; come, in mercy coroe,. 
And lay me pillowed in eternal rest. 
My child — where art thou ? give nae ; reach thy hand» 
Why dost thou weep ?— •My eyes are dry— Alas ! 
Qjiite parch'd, my lips — quite parch'd, they cleave 
together. 
Euph, Now judge, ye Pow'rs, in the whole round 
of time, 
If e*er you view'd a scene of wo like this. [ExtwU 

Dij 
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Enter Arc as. 

Arc. The grey of morn breaks thro* yon eastern 
clouds. 
•Twere time this interview should end : the hour 
N6w warns Euphrasia hence : what man could dare, 
I have indulged— -Philotas i— ha I the cell 
Left void 1 — Evander gone 1 — What may this mean I 
Philotas, speak. 

Enier Philotas, 

Phil. Oh I vile, detested lot, 
Here to obey the savage tyrant's will. 
And murder virtue, that can thus behold 
Its executioner, and smile upon him. 
^That piteous sight ! 

Arc. She must withdraw, Philotas ; 
Delay undoes us both. Tlie restless main 
Glows with the blush of day. Timoleon*s fleet. 
That pass'd the night in busy preparation. 
Makes from the shore. On the high craggy point 
Of yonder jutting eminence I mark'd 
Their haughty streamers curling to the wind. 
He seeks Hamilcar's fleet. The briny deep 
Shall aoon be dy'd with blood. The fierce alarm 
Will rouse our slumb'ring troops. The time re* 

quires, 
Without or further pause, or vain excuse, 
That she depart this moment. 

PhU* Areas, yes ; 
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My voice shall warn her of th' approacfadng dan- 
ger. [Exk. 
Arc, Would she had ne'er adventur'd to oar guard. 
I dread th* event $ and haiic!-«-the wind conveys 
In clearer sound the uproar of the main* 
The fates prepare new havock ; on th' event 
Depends the fate of empire. Wherefore thus 
Delays Euphrasia {•-•Ha I what neans, Phtlotas, 
That sudden haste, that pale disorder'd took ? 

Enur Phi LOTAS. 

Phil. 1 I can hoid no morei at such a sight 
£v'n the hard heart of tyranny would melt 
To infant softness, Aveas* go« behold 
The pious fraud of charity and love 1 
Behold that unexampled goodneas i 
Soe th' expedient sharp necessity has taught her ; 
Thy heart will burn» will mell, witl y««irn to view 
A child like her* 

Arc. Hal — Say what mystery 
Wakes these emotions \ 

Phil* Wonder-working virtue 1 
The father fostered at his daughter's breast I 
O, filial piety 1 — The milk design'd 
For her own oft'springy on the parent's lip 
Allays the parching fever* 

Arc. That device 
Has she then form'd, eluding all our care. 
To minister relief } 

Diij 
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Phil. On the bare earth 
Evander lies; and as his languid pow'rs 
Imbibe with eager thirst the kind refreshmenty 
And his looks speak unutterable thanks, 
Euphrasia views him with the tend'rest glance, 
£v'n as a mother doating on her child ; 
And, ever and anon, amidst the smiles 
Of pure delight, of exquisite sensation, 
A silent tear steals down ; the tear of virtue. 
That sweetens grief to rapture. All her laws 
Inverted quite, great Nature triumphs still. 

Arc, The tale unmans my soul. 

Phil. Ye tyrants hear it, 
And learn, that, while your cruelty prepares 
Unheard of torture, virtue can keep pace 
With your worst efforts, and can try new modes 
To bid men grow enamour*d of her charms* 

jirc* Philotas, for Euphrasia, in her cause 
I now can hazard all. Let us preserve 
Her father for her. 

PhiL Oh I her lovely daring 
Transcends all praise. By Heav'n he shall not die. 

Arc* And yet we must be wary ; I'll go forth. 
And 6rst explore each avenue around. 
Lest the 6xM sentinel obstruft your purpose. [£xi/. 

Phil. I thank thee. Areas ; we will a6t like men 
Who feel for others woes — She leads him forth» 
And tremblingly supports his drooping age. 

[Goe$ to assist Aimm 
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Enttr Euphrasia, and Evander. 

Evam* Euphrasia, oh, my child I returning life 
Glo^^s here about my heart. Condufl me forward : 
At the last gasp preserv'd I Hat dawning light I 
Ijet me behold ; in faith I see thee now ; 
1 do indeed : the father sees his child. 

£upk. I have relieved him-^Ohl the joy's toQ 
great; 
*Ti£ speechless rapture I 

Evan* Blessings, blessings on thee I 

Eupk, My father still shall Uve. Alas 1 Philotas, 
Could I abandon that white hoary head. 
That venerable form \ — Abandon him 
To perish here in misery and famine \ 

PkU, Thy tears, thou miracle of goodness t 
Have triumph*d o'er me ; these round gushing drops 
Attest your conquest. Take him, take your father 1 
Convey him hence \ I do release him to you. 

Evan. What said Philotas ! Do I fondly dream i 
livdeed my senses are imperfect ; yet 
Methought I heard him I Did he say release me } 

PkU. Thou art my king, and now no more my 
prisoner j 
Go with your daughter, with that wondrous pattern 
Of filial piety to after times. 
Yes, princess, lead him forth ; V\\ point the path. 
Whose soft declivity will guide your steps 
To the deep vale, which these o'er-hanging rocks 
Encompass round. You may convey him thence 
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To some safe shelter. Yet a moment's pause ; 

I must conceal your flight from ev'ry eye. 

Yesy I wiU save 'em-^Oh, returning virtue t 

How big with joy one moment in thy service I 

That wretched pair 1 1*11 perish in their cause* [£xtir« 

Evan, Whither, oh t whither shall Evander go ^ 
I'm at the goal of life } if in the nee 
Honour has foUow'd with no ling'ring step> 
But there sits smiling with her lauiel'd wre«th 
To crown my brow, there would I fain make halt. 
And not inglorious lay me down to rest. 

Eupk And will you then refuse, when thus the 
gods 
Afford a refuge to thee } 

Evan. Oh I my child. 
There is no refuge for me. 

£upk. Pardon, sir : 
Euphrasia's care has form'd a safe retreat ; 
There may'st thou dwell ; it will not long be wanteds 
Soon shall Timoleon, with resistless force, 
Burst yon devoted walls. 

Evau» Timoleon 1 

EupA* Yes, 
The brave Timoleon, with the pow'r of Greece ; 
Another day shall make the city his. 

Evan. Timoleon come to vindicate my rights I 
Oh ! thou shalt reign in Sicily 1 my child 
Shall grace her father's throne. Indulgent Hcav*n I 
Pour down your blessings on this best of daughters ;' 
To her and Phocion give Evander'i crown j. 



T 
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Let them, ohl let them both in virtue wear it. 
And in due time transmit it to their boy 1 

Enter Philotas. 

Phil, All things are apt ; the drowsy sentinel 
Lies hush'd in sleep ; I'll marshal thee the way 
Down the steep rock. 

Euph, Oh I let us quickly hence. 

Evan, The blood but loiters in these frozen veins* 
Do you, whose youthful spirit glows with life. 
Do you go forth, and leave this mould'ring corpse* 

To me had Heav'n decreed a longer date. 
It ne'er had suffered a fell monster's reign, 
Kor let me see the carnage of my people. 
Farewell, Euphrasia ; in one lov*d embrace 
To these remains pay the last obsequies, 
And leave me here to sink to sifent dust. 

Eupk, And will you then, on self-destru£lion bent« 
Reject my prayV, nor trust your fate with me ? 

Evan, Trust thee! Euphrasia! Trust in thee, ray 
child ? 
Though life's a burden T could well lay down. 
Yet I will prize it, since bestow'd by thee. 
Oh ! thou art good ; thy virtue soars a flight 
For the wide world to wonder at ; in thee, 
Hear it all nature, future ages hear it. 
The father finds a parent in his child. [RxeunU 
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ACTIIL SCENE I. 



A Rampart near the Harbour. Enter Melanthon 

and Phi LOTA 9. 

Mtlanthon, 
And lives he still ? 

PbiL He does ; and kindly aliment 
Renews the springs of life. 

ACfZaa. And doth he know 
The glorious work the destinies prepare } 

Phil. He is informM of all. 

Melan, That Greek Timoleon 
Comes his deliverer, and the fell usurper 
Pants in the last extreme } 

Phil. The glorious tidings 
](^ve reach'd his ear. 

Melan, L^ad on, propitious Pow'rs \ 
Your great design ; second the Grecian arms, 
And whelm the sons of Carthage in x\\e deep. 

PkiL This hour decides their doom j and lo ! Eu- 
phrasia 
Stands on the jutting rock, that rock* where oft 
Whole days she sat in pensive sorrow fix*d, 
And s weird with streaming tears the restless deepw 
There^ now with other sentiments elate. 
She views Timoleon with vi£korious prow 
Glide thro* the waves, and sees the scattered navy 
Of Carthage fly before him. 



MtUm* Blest event I 
Evander, if thou mo€k*st me not, shall live 
Once more to see the justice of the gods. 
But wilt thou still protect my royal ^master ? 
Wilt thou admit me to his wish*d-for presence ? 

Pkil. Let it suffice that no assassin's aim 
Can now assault him t I must heficey Mtlanthon $ 
I now imist mingle with the tyrant'a Inun, 
Andy with a semblance of obsc^^uious ^uty. 
Delude suspicion's eye : My friend, farewell. [Exit. 

Melan. If he deceive me not with specious hopes, 
I shall behold the sov*reign» io whose service 
These temples felt the iron casqiie of war. 
And these white hairs have silver'd o'er my head» 

£n/^ Euphrasia. 

Euph, See there ; behold 'em ; lo 1 the fierce en- 
counter ; 
He rushes on ; the ocean flames around 
With the bright flash of arms ; the echoiii hills 
Rjebeiiow to the roar. 

Milan. The god« are with us. 
And vi^ory is ours. 

Eupk. High on the stem 
The Grecian leaden stand : they stem the surge $ 
Launch*d from their arm the missive lightnings fly, 
And the Barbaric fleet is wrapt in fire* 
And lo 1 yon bark, down in the roaring guiph ; 
And there, more, more are peri8hing«^Behold I 
They pkmge for ever lost. 
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Melan. So perish all, 
Who from yOn continent unfurl their sails^ 
To shake the freedom of this sea-girt isle I 

Euph, pi4 1 not say,. Meianthon^ did I not 
Presage the glories of Timoleon's triumph I 
Where now are Afric's sons I The vanqiiish'd tynint 
Shall look aghast ; his heart shall shrink appall'd^ 
And dread his malefa^ions 1 Woinse than famine. 
Despair shall fasten on him I 

Enttr DioKYsius^ CALiPFtJS^ £^. 

Dion. Base deserters! 
Curse on their Piinic faith f Did they once dare 
To grapple with the Greek ? Ere yet the main 
Was ting'd with blood, they turn'd their ships averse. 
May storms and tempests follow in their rear, 
And dash their fleet upon the Libyan shore ! 

Enter Cktiftv%, 

CaL My liege, Timoleon where the harbour openSu 
Has stormM the forts, and ev'n now his fleet 
Pursues its course, and steers athwart the bay» v 

Dion. Ruin impends; and yet, if fall it must, 
I bear a mind to meet it^ undismayed, 
Unconquer'd ev'n by fate, 

CaL Through ev'ry street 
Despair and terror fly. A panic spreads 
From maa to man, and superstition sees. 
Jove arm*d with thunder, and the gods against us. 
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Dion, With sacred rHes. their wrath must be :)p- 
peas'd. ' 

Ijtt instant vi^Hms at the altar bleed ; . ;• . 
Let incense roll its fragrant clouds to Heaven, 
And pious matrons, and the virgin train. 
In slow procession to the temple bear 
The image of their god$.^ 

Eupk. Ha I— * Does the tyrant 
I>are with unhallow'd step, with crimes and guilt. 
Approach the sacred fane ? — Alas I my father, 
"Where now thy sanctuary \ What place shall hide 
Thy persecuted virtue ? [Jside* 

Dion. Thouf Euphrasia^ 
Lead forth the pious band. This very moment . 
Issue our orders. 

Evpk, With consenting heart 
Buphrasia goes to waft her pray'rs to Heav'n. ^ExiU 

Dion, The solemn sacrifice^ the virgin throng. 
Will gain the popular belief, and kindle 
In the fierce soldiery religious rage. 
Away, my friends, prepare the sacred rites. 

[Exit Calippus, ^u 
Philotas, thou draw near : how fares your prisoner \ 
Has he yet bre^th*d his last \ 

Phil. Life ebbs apace ; 
To-morrow's sun sees hiin a breathless corse. 

Dion. Curse on his ling'ring pangs! Sicilia*8 crown 
Ko more shall deck his brow ; and if the sand 
Still loiter in the glass, thy hand, my friend, 
May shake it thence. 

E 
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Pk£L It shall, dread sir ; that ta^ 
Leave to thy faithful servant. 

Dion. Oh I Philotas, 
Thou little kfiow'st the cares, the pangs of empire. 
The ermin'd pride, the purple that adorns 
A conqweror's breast, but serves, ray friend,' to hide 
A heart that's torn, that's mangled with remorse. 
Each obje£t round me wakens horrid doubts ; 
The flatt'ring train, the sentinel that guards me. 
The slave that waits, all give some new alarm. 
And from the means of safety dangers rise. 
Ev'n vidtory itself plants anguish here, 
And round my laurels the fell serpent twines. 

PhiL Would Dionysius abdicate his crown, 
And sue for terms of peace i 

Dion, Detested thought 1 
No, though ambition teem with countless His, 
It stiil has charms of ^ow'r to fire the souL 
Tho' horrors multiply around my head, 
I will oppose them all. The pomp of sacrifice 
But now ordain'd, is nrwckery to HeaT*n. 
•Tis vatn, 'tis fruitless ; then let daring guilt 
Be my inspirer, and consummate all. 
Where are those Greeks, the captives of my swcxrd. 
Whose despVate valour rushed wirtiin our walls. 
Fought near our person, and the pointed lance 
Aim'd at my breast } 

PAH, In chains they wait their doom. 

Dion. Give me to see 'cm j bring the slaves be* 
fore me. 
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Phil, What, ho ! Melanthon, this way lead your 
prisoners. 

Enttr Melanthon, with Greek Ojjicers and Soldiers. 

Dion. Assassins and not warriors 1 do ye comey 
When the wide range of battle claims your sword. 
Thus do you come against a single life 
To wage the war } Did not our buckler ring 
With all your darts in one colle^ed volley 
ShowerM on my head } Did not your swords at once 
Point at my breast, and thirst for regal blood } 

Greek Offi, We sought thy life. I am by birth s 
Greek. 
An open foe in arms I meant to slay 
The foe of human kind. With rival ardour 
We took the field ; one voice, one mind, one heart ; 
All leagu'd, all covenanted : in yon camp 
Spirits there are who aim, like us, at glory. 
Whene'er you sally forth, whene'er the Greeks 
Shall scale your walls, prepare thee to encounter 
A like assault. By me the youth of Greece 
Thus notify the war they mean to wage. 

Dion. Thus then I warn them of my great revei^e. 
Whoe'er in battle shall become our pris*ner, 
In torment meets his doom. 

Greek OJ^, Then wilt thou sec 
How vile the body to a mind that pants 
For genuine glory. Twice three hundred Greeks 
Have sworn, like us, to hunt thee through the ranks j 

Eij 
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Ours the first lot; we've faiPd ; on yonder plain 
Appear in arms, the faithful band will meet thee. 

Dion, Vile slave, no more. Melanthon, drag 'cm 
hence 
To die in misery. Tmpal'd alive, 
The winds shall parch them on the craggy cliff. 
SeleQcd from the rest let one depart 
A messenger to Greece, to tell the fate 
Her chosen sorts, her first adventurers met. [Exit, 

Melon, Unhappy men I how shall my care proteft 
Your forfeit lives ? Philotas, thou conduft them 
To the deep dungeon's gloom. In that recess. 
Midst the wild tumult of eventful war, 
We may ward off the blow. My friends, farewell : 
That officer will guide your steps. 

[AlfoUow Philotas, except Phocion, 

Pho. Disguis'd 
Thus in a soldier's garb he knows me not. 
Melanthon f 

Nlelan. Ha ! — Those accents!— Phocion here ? 

Pho, Yes, Phocion here ! Speak, quickly tell me, 
say 
How fares Euphrasia \ 

Melan. Ha I beware ;-^Philotas, 
Condu6l those prisoners hence ; this soldier here 
Shall bear the tidings to Timoleon's camp. 

Pho, Oh ! satisfy my doubts ; how fares Euphrasia ? 

Jkfeian. Euphrasia lives, and fills the ani^ious mo« 
menis 
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With ev'ry virtue. Wherefore venture hither ? 
Why with rash valour penetrate our gates } 

Pho. Could I refrain } Oh ! could I tamely wsut 
Th* event of lingering war > With patience count 
The lazy- pacing hours, while here in Syracuse 
The tyrant keeps all that my heart holds dear \ 
For her dear sake, all danger sinks before me { 
For her I burst the barriers of the gate» 
Where the deep cavernM rock affords a passage* 
A hundred chosen Greeks pursued my steps. 
We forc'd an entrance ; the devoted guard 
Fell victims to our rage ; but in that moment 
Down from the walls superior numbers came. 
The tyrant led them on. We rush'd upon him^ 
If we could reach his heart, to end the war. 
But Heav'n thought otherwise. Melanthon, say, 
I fear to ask it, lives Evander still \ 

Meian, Alas ! he lives imprison'd in the rock. 
Thou must withdraw thee hence ; regain once more 
Timoleon's camp ; alarm his slumb'ring rage ; 
Assail the walls ; thou with thy phalanx seek 
The subterraneous path ; that way at night 
The Greeks may enter, and let in destruction 
To the great work of vengeance. 

Pko, Wouldst thou have me 
Basely retreat, while my Euphrasia trembles 
Here on the ridge of peril ? She perhaps 
May fall unknown, unpitied, undistinguish'd. 
Amidst the gen*ral carnage. Shall I leave her 
To'add that beauty to the purple heap } 

£iij • 
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No ; I will seek her in these walls accurst, 
Ev'n in the tyrant's palace ; saVe that life'. 
My only, source of joy, that life, whose loss 
Would make all Greece complotter in a murder^ 
And damn a righteous cause. 

Melan* Yet hear the voice 
Of sober age. Should Dionysius' spies 
Detect thee here, ruin involves us all : 
' Fwere best retire, and seek Timoleon*s tents; 
Tell him, dismay and terror fill the city ; 
Ev*n now in Syracuse'the tyrant's will 
Ordains with pomp oblations to the gods. 
His deadly hand still hot with recent blood, 
The monster dares approach the sacred altar: 
Thy voice may rouse Timoleon to th' assault^ 
And bid him storm the works. 

PAo. By Heav'n I will ; 
My breath shall wake his rage ; this very night, 
Wh«n sleep sits heavy on the slumb'ring city, 
Then Greece unsheaths her sword, and great revenge 
Sliall stalk with death and horror o'er the ranks 
Of slaughtered troops, a sacrifice to freedom I 
But first let me behold Euphrasia. 

Meian, Hush 
Thy pent-up valour : to a secret haunt 
I'll guide thy steps : there dwell, and in apt time 
1*11 bring Euphrasia to thy longing arms. 

PAo. Wilt thou I 

Meian. By Heav'n I will ; another aft 
Of desperate fury might endanger all. 
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The tyrant's busy guards are posted round ; 
In silence follow ; thou shalt see Euphrasia. 

Pko. Oh I lead me to her ; that exalted virtue 
With firmer nerve shall bid me grasp the javelin, 
Shall bid my sword with more than lightning's swift* 

iiess 
Blaze in the front of war, and glut its rage 
With blow repeated in the tyrant's veins. \txtunU 

SCINI U. 

A Temple^ toith a Monument in the Middle. Enter Etr- 
PHRASIA, Erixeme, and Other FemaU Attendants * 

Evph, This way, my virgins, this way bend your 
steps. 
Lo ! the sad sepulchre where, hears'd in death, 
The pale remains of my dear mother lie# 
There, while the vi^lipis at yon altar bleed. 
And with'your pray'rs the vaulted roof resounds, 
There let me pay the tribute of a tear, 
A weeping pilgrim o'ef Eudocia's ashes. 

Erix, Forbear, Euphrasia, to renew your sorrows. 

Luph' My tears have dry'd their source ; then let 
me here 
Pay this sad visit to the honour'd clay 
That moulders in the tomb. These sacred viands 
I'll burn an ofF'ring to a parent's shade. 
And sprinkle with this wine the hallow'd mould. 
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That duty paid, I will return, my virgins. 

\^k€ goes into the tomb* 
Erix, Look down, propitious powers 1 behold that 
virtue. 
And heal the pangs that desolate her soul. 

EnUr Philotas. 

PhU. Mourn, mourn, ye virgins; rend ^our scat* 
ter'd garments ; 
Some dread calamity hangs o'er our heads* 
In vsun the tyrant would appease with sacrifice 
Th* impending wrath of ill-requited Heav*n» 
111 omens hover o*er us : at the altar 
The vidtim dropt, ere the divining seer 
Had gor*d his knife. The brazen statues tremble^ 
And from the marble, drops of blood distill, 

Erix. Now, ye just gods, if vengeance you pre- 
pare, 
Now find the guilty head. 

Phil. Amidst the throng 
A matron labours with th' inspiring god \ 
She stares, she raves, and with no mortal sound 
Proclaims around, " Where Phoebus am I borne \ 
*< I see their glittering spears ; I see them charge | 
<< Bellona wades in blood ; that mangled body, 
•* Deforitl'd with wounds amd well'ring in its gore, 
<< I know it well ; Oh ! close the dreadful scene ; 
<< Relieve me, PhoebuSi I have seen too much.** 
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Erix, Alas I I tremble for Evander's fate : 
Avert the omen, gods, and guard his life. 

Enttr EvFaviASiA/rom the Tomb. 

Euph, Virgins, I thank you — Oh! more lightly now 
My heart expands ; the pious a6l is done, 
And I have paid my tribute to a parent. 
Ah I wherefore does the tyrant bend his way } 

Phil. He flies the altar ; leaves th' unfinish'd rites. 
No god there smiles propitious on his cause. 
Fate lifts the awful balance ; weighs his life. 
The lives of numbers, in the trembling scale. 

Euph. Despair and horror mark his haggard looks. 
His wild, disordered step— He rushes forth ; 
Some new alarm demands him ! — Ev'n now 
He issues at yon portal !— Lo 1 see there. 
The suppliant crowd disperses ; wild with fear, 
Distraflion in each look, the wretched throng 
Pours thro* the brazen gates — Do you retire. 
Retire Philotas j let me here remain. 
And give the moments of suspended fate 
To pious worship and to filial love. 

Phil. Alas I I fear to yield : — awhile 1*11 l^ave thee. 
And at the temple's entrance wait thy coming. \_Exit, 
Euph, Now then, Euphrasia, now thou mayst 
indulge 
The purest ecstasy of soul. Come forth. 
Thou man of wo, thou man of every virtue. 
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EnUr EvAVDEKjrom the Monument. 

Evan, And does the grave thus cast me up again 
With a fond father's love to view thee ? Thus 
To mingle rapture in a daughter's arms f 

Eupk* How fares my father now } 

Evan* Thy aid, Euphrasia, 
Has giv'n new life. Thou from this vital stream 
Deri v'st thy being; with unheard-of duty 
Thou hast repaid it to thy native source. 

Euph. Sprung from Evander^ if a little portioa 
Of all his goodness dwell within my hearty 
Thou wilt not wonder. ^ 

Evan* Joy and wonder rise 
In mix'd emotions I — Though departing hence» 
After the storms of a tempestuous life, 
Tho* I was entering the wish*d«>for port. 
Where all is peace, all bliss, and endless joy. 
Yet here contented I can linger still 
To view thy goodness, and applaud thy deed^ 
Thou author of my life 1-^Did ever parent 
Thus call his child before ? — My heart's too full. 
My old fond heart runs o'er \ it aches with joy, 

Eupk, Alas, too much you over* rate your daughter ; 
Nature and duty calPd me— Oh 1 my father, 
How didst thou bear thy long, long sufPrings } How 
Endure their barbarous rage. 

Evan, My foes but did 
To this old frame, what Nature's hand must do. 
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In the wont hour of paiiiy a Toice still whispered me, 
^ Rouse ^hee, Evsnder; self-acquitting conscience 
' Dedares thee blameless, and the gods behold 

thee/ 
I was but going hence by mere decay 
To that futurity which Plato taught. 
Where the immortal spirit Tiews the planets 
Roll round the mighty year, and, wrapt in biiss. 
Adores th' ideas of th* eternal mind* 
Thither, oh 1 thither was Evander going, 
But thou recall'st me ; thoul 

Eypk* Timoleontoo 
Ihvites thee back to life. 

Evan, And does he still 
Urge on the siege ? 

Eupk. His active genius comes 
To scourge a guiky race. The Punic fleet 
Half lost is swallow^4 by the roaring sea. 
The shatter'd refuse 'Seek the Libyan shore. 
To bear the news of their defeat to Carthage. 

Evan, These are thy woiiders, Hearen I Abroad Uif 
spirit 
Moves o'er the deep, and mighty fleets are vaaish'd. 

Euph. Hal — hark!— what noise is that 4 It coflses 
this way. 
Some busy footstep beats die hallow'd pavemeol* 
Oh 1 sir, retire— Ye pow'rs 1«— Phflotas I— ha I 

E»^€r Phi LOTAS. 
PkU. For thee, Euphrasia^I^DysiiK icalls. 
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Some new suspicion goads him. At yon gate 
I stopt Calippusy as with eager haste 
He bent this way to seek thee.-^Oh 1 my sovereign. 
My king, my injur'd master, will you pfirdoti 
The wrongs I've done thee? [Kneels ta Evaader. 

Evan. Virtue such as Uiine, 
From the fierce trial of tyradmc powV, 
Shines forth with added lustre. 

PkU. Oh! for^ve 
My ardent zeal ; there is no time to waste. 
You must withdraw, trust to your faithful friends. 
Pass but another day, and Dionysius 
Falls from a throne usurped. 

Evan. But ere he pays 
The forfeit of his crimes, what streams of blood 
Shall flow in torrents round I Methinks I might 
Prevent this waste, of nature — I'll go forth. 
And to my people shew their rightful king. 

Evph. Banish that thought ^ forbear;, the rasli at^ 
tempt 
Were fatal to our hopes $ oppress'd^ dismay *d, 
The people look aghast, and wan with fear 
None will espouse your cause. 

Evan, Yes all will dare- 
To a£l like men ;*-their king, I gave myself 
To a whole people. I made no reserve ; 
My life was theirs ; each drop about my heart 
Pledg'd to the public cause ; devoted, to it ; 
That was my compa£t ; is the subjcft*s less ? 
If they are all debas'd, and willing slaves, 
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The young but breathing to grow grey in bondage, 
And the old sinking to ignoble graves. 
Of such a race no matter who is king. 
And yet I will not think it; no! my people 
Are brave and gen'rous ; I will trust their valour. 

Eupk. Yet stay ; yet be advisM. 

Pkil. As yet, my liege, 
No plan is fix'd, and no concerted measure. 
The fates are busy : wait the vast event. 
Trust to my truth and honour. Witness, gods. 
Here in the temple of Olympian Jove 
Pliilotas swiears— - 

Evan. Forbear: the man like thee, 
Who feels the best emotions of the heart, 
Truth, reason, justice, honour's fine excitements, 
Aas by those laws, and wants no other sanaion. 

Eyph. Again, th' alarm approaches ; sure dcs- 
trudlion 
To thee, to all will follow :-hark ! a sound 
Comes hollow niurmuring thro' the vaulted aisle. 
It gains upon the ear. Withdraw, my father ; 
Airs lost if thou art seen. 

Phil. And,lo! Calippus 
Darts with the lightning's speed across the aisle. 

Evan. Thou at the senate-house convcrie my fnendJ< 
Melanthon, Dion, and their brave associates. 
Will shew that liberty has leaders still. , 
Anon r 11 meet 'em there : my child, farc^cUi 
Thou shaltdirea me now. 

Eupk. Too cruel fate I 

F 



The tomb is all th€ tii&nti*il I can give^ 

My mother's tomb I {K^mdetinttrstie tom^^ 

Phil, You must be brief ; th* alarm 
Each moiftcnt nearer comes* In ev'ry sound 
l)estrtT£Hon threatens. Hal by. Heaven this way 
Calippus comes »Let me retard his speed. [Exit, 

Euph. [Coming forward,^ H«w my distraded heart 
throbs wild- with fear I 

What brings Calippus I wherefore ? save me Heaven f 

t' .« 

' . iii/<rCAUf>PtJ». 

Cat, This sullen musing in these drear abodea 
Atarms suspicion .* the king knows thy plottinga^ 
Thy rooted hatred to the state and him. 
His sovereign wilt commands thee to repair 
This moment to his presence. 
*Sft/>i;'Ha I what means 

The tyrant ? 1 obey [Exit CalippuB.] and, oh! y« 

pow'rs,* 
Ye tntnlsters of ff^al^en ! defend my father j 
Support his drooping age ; and when anon 
Avenging justice shakes her crimson steel, : 
Oh ! be the grave at least a place of rest ; - , 

That from his covert in the hour of peace { 

(Hnth he may come to bless a willing people^ . v 
And be your own justimage here on earth.. [ExU* 
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ACTH^. SCENE /. 



EnUr Mei^anthon and Phiiota^^ 

Melanthon. 

Away ; no more; pemicioas, vile dissembler { 

Phil. Wherefore this frantie rage ? 

Melon. Thou canst not varnish 
With thy perfidious arts a crime like-this» 
I climb'd the rugged cliff; but, oh \ thou traitor, 
Whene is Evander ? Thro* each dungeon's gleonj 
I sought the good old king : the guilt is thine ^ 
May vengeance wait thee for it* 

PkiL Still, Melanthon, 
Let prudencjc guide thee. 

MeUn. Thou hast plung'd thee down 
Far as the lowest depth of helUbom crimes i 
Thou hast out- gone all registers of guilt ; 
Beyond all iable hast thou sinn*d, Philotas. 

PkU, By Heav'n thou wrongest me: dsdst t^oi^ 
know, old ma n 

Melon, Could not hi& rev'rend age^^ could not \f\» 
virtue, 
His woes unnumberM, soften thee to pity? 
Thou hast destroy M my king. 

PMl, Yet wilt thou hear me? 
Your king still lives. 

Melan, Thou vile deceiver 1 — Lives f 
But where? Away; no more. I charge thjse^l^ayeippf^- 
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Phil. We have remov'd him to a sure asylum* 

Melan. Remov'd !— Thou traitor I what dark pri- 
vacy-^— 
Why move him thence? The vile assassin's stab 
Has clos'd his days— calm unrelenting villain I 
I know it all. 

PkiL By ev'ry pow*r above 
Evander lives ; in safety lives. Last night, 
When in his dark embrace sleep wrapt the world, 
Euphrasia came,, a spc6lacle of wo; 
Dar'd to approach our guard, and with her tears. 
With vehemence of grief, she touched my heart* 
I gave her father to her. 

Melan. How, Philotas! 
If thou dost not deceive me— • 

Phil. No, by Heaven! 
By ev'ry pow'r above — But hark I those notes 
Speak Dionysius near : anon, my friend, 
I'll tell thee each particular ; thy king 
Mean while is safe — but lo I the tyrant comes 5 
With guilt like his I must equivocate, 
And teach ev'n truth and honour to dissemble. 

£«f^r Dionysius, Calippus, 0c. 

Dion. Away each vain alarm ; the sun goes down* 
Nor yet Timoleon issues from his fleet. 
There let him linger on the wave-worn beach % 
Here the vain Greek shall find another Troy, 
A more than Heftor here. Tho' Carthage fly, 
O^rself, still Dionysius here remains* 



MWm. the OltEC AAN 1»A VJQItTf A4- ^ 

And means th« Greek to treat oC term« erf peace I 
By Heav*% this yaotyif bosom hopM to meet 
His bostod pha)»i».4« the emb»ttle4 plata. 
And doth lU ih>w^ ein posK^ef tU councils hea^ 
Dispatch his herald ?— ]Ult Ihe sUtve d^Eoadtu 

f ntffr tAe Heralds 

Dion. Now speak thy p«irpQse,2 «^)M 4ftth <j»vciqp( 

inaparl? 
flW*. Timoleon, sir, <ivho6e giwat vsMsvm in »r»9* 
U equaird only- by the s^flrr virtit«r 
Of mild hiWMbnity that sw*y bis iKart^ 
Sends me his delegate to o8»r terms^ 
On which ev'a <I»es nay wett accord; on wftid^ 
The fiercest natiure, though it spw?a at justiqe^ 
May sympathise with his. 

Diam. Unfold thy mystery ; 
Tlwu shalt be hfiafd^ 

Her. The gea'com leader sees. 
With pity sees, the wild destm^ive liayoek 
Of ruthless war; he hath surveyed aroond 
The heaps, of slain that* cover yoncber field. 
And, touched with g^enVous. sense* o^ jbuman Vf^ 
Weeps o'er his vt^ries* 

Dion. Youf! Leader weepsi 
Then let ihe author of those ills thou spcal('^t> cf, 
Let the ambitiQitt fk^»c d* destnu^ion. 
Timely reMi^t,. and close the scene of bl«u>d. 
Why doth afrrijg;h(0d|»eac0 behold hi^ st;^ii#9l*4 
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Uprcar'd in Sicily ? and wherefore here 
The iron ranks of war, from which the shepherd 
Retires appall'd, and leaves the blasted hopes 
Of half the year, while closer to her breast 
The mother clasps her infant I 

Her. *Tis not mine 
To plead Timoleon's cause ; not mine the office 
To justify the strong, the righteous motives 
That urge him to the war : the only scope 
My deputation aims at, is to fix 
An interval of peace, a pause of horror, 
That they, whose bodies on the. naked shore 
Lie weltering in their blood, from either host 
May ipeet the last sad rites to nature due. 
And decent lie in honourable graves. 

Dion. Go tell your leader, his pretexts are vain* 
Let him, with those that live, embark for Greece, 
And leave our peaceful plains ; the mangled limbs • 
Of those he murder'd, from my tender care. 
Shall meet due obsequies. 

Her. The hero, sir. 

Wages no war with those, who bravely die. 

*Tis fpr the dead I supplicate j for them 

We sue for peace : and to the living too 

Timoleon would extend it, but the groans 

Of a whole people have unsheath*d his sword. 

A single day will pay the funeral rites. 

To-morrow's sun may see both armies meet 

Without hostility, and all in honour $ 

You to inter the troops, who bravely fell; 

•1 
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We, on our part, to give an humble sod 

To those, who gain'd a footing on the isle, 

And by their death have conquer*d. 
Dion. Be it so ; 

I grant thy suit : soon as to-morrow's dawn 

Illume the world, the rage of wasting war 

In vain shall thirst for blood : but mark my words ; 

If the next orient sun behold you here. 

That hour shall see me terrible in arms 

Deluge yon plain, and let destru6lion loose. 

Thou know'st my last resolve, and now farewell. 

Some careful officer condufl him forth. 

[Exit Heratdi 

By Heav'n the Greek hath offered to my sword 

An easy prey ; a sacrifice to glut 
My great revenge, Calippus, let each soldier 
This -night resign his wearied limbs to rei$t. 
That ere the dawn, with renovated strength. 
On the unguarded, unsuspecting foe, 
Disarmed, and bent on superstitious rites, 
From ev'ry quarter we may rush undaunted. 
Give the invaders to the deathful steel. 
And by one carnage bury all in ruin. 
My valiant friends haste to your several posts. 
And let this night a calm unruffled spirit 
Lie hush'd in sleep : away, my friends, disperse. • 
Philotas, waits Euphrasia as we order'd ? 
Phil. She's here at hand. 
Dion, Admit her to our presence. 



Rage and desifiair^ ^ thQ|i$and warring p^s^ipQSy 
All rise by turns, and ptec^i^^l ire«vji my Iteari;* 
Yet ev*ry means, all me^ur^fi m\^X b€ trksd. 
To sweep the Grecian spoiler from the laad. 
And fix the crown unshaken od my brow« 

Enter £uph^asia« 

EupL Whatfiudden^c^me. v^uires £M^hnisv»*» pr«<» 
sei^ce i 

Dion. Approach) fair «»ouFaeir, und 4i$^^ thy fear&« 
Thy grieA ^hy tender d^ty to thy fathec^ 
Has touchM me nearly* l^ hi^lsfnt CQtrcaty. 
l^sp^A Skttendance, ev'ry lenient care 
To soc^h aiii^iQQ* aod ^i^tendhis.Ufc;, 
Evander has commanded* 

Eupk. Vile d^embJerl 
Detested homicide I [ Js«<ie.}'«mAud has thy insiHt 
Felt for the wj^etcb^d I 

Dion, Urgencies of st^te 
Abridged his liberty, l>ut to his perSQJi 
All honour hath b^en p^id.. 

EupA, The right€;oa^ gods 
Have markM thy ways, and will in tiiiae repaj^ 
Just retrtbutiQR. 

Dion, If to see your father,. 
If here to meet him in a fond embrace^ 
Will calm thy breast, and dry those beauteous teaiv^, 
A moment more shall bring him to your presj^nce^ 

EupA, Ha 1 lead himi hither 1 Bif^, t,o iapv4t. hizpi navr. 
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Aged, infirm, worn out with toil and years- 
No, let me seek him rather-If soft pity 
Has touch'd your heart, oh ! send me, send me to him. 

Dicn. Controul this wild alarm ; with prudent care 
Philotas shall condua him; here I grant 
The tender interview. 

Euph. Disastrous fatcl 
Ruin impends l-This will discover all ; ; 

ril perish first ; provoke his utmost rage, lAsidu 
Tho' much I languish to behold my father. 
Yet now it were not fit— the sun goes down; 
Night falls apace ; soon as returning day— 

Dion. This night, this very hour, you both must 
meet. 
Together you may serve the state and me. 
Thou see'st the havock of wide wasting war ; 
And more, full well you know, are still to bleed. 
Thou may'st prevent their fate. 

Eupk. OKI give the means. 
And I will bless thee for it. 

Dion, From a Greek, 
Torments have wrung the truth. Thy husband, 

Phocion — 

Euph. Oh ! say, speak of my Phoqion. 

Dim. He; 'tis he 
Hath kindled up this war ; with treacherous arts 
Inflam'd the states of Greece, and now the traitor 
Comes with a foreign aid to wrest my crown. ^ 

Eupk. And .does my Phocion share Timoleon s 



glory \ 



Dion.'Vliih him invests our maXU, a»4 hii^ tobcU 

lion 
£re£t her standard here. 

Euph. Ohl bUss him, Gods t 
Where'er my hero treads the paths of war» 
List on his side ; against the hostile javelin 
Uprear his mighty buckler ; to his sword 
Lend the fierce whirlwind's rage, that ho may come 
With wreaths of triumph^ and with conquest crawnM^ 
And his Euphrasia spring with rapture to him^ 
Melt in his arms, and a whole nation's yoice 
Applaud my hero with a love like mine I 
* Dion, Ungrateful fair 1 Has not our sovereign will 
On thy descendants fix'd Sicilia*s crown } 
Have I not vowM prote^iion to your boy 9 

Eufk, From thee the crown t From thee I Eu- 
phrasia 's children 
Shall on a nobler basis found their rights, 
On their own virtue, and a people's choice. 

Dion. Misguided woman I 

EupA. Ask of thee prote6lion t 
The father's valour shall protect his boy. 

Dion, Rush not on sure destruction ; ere too late 
Accept our proffer'd grace« The terms are these ; 
Instant «end forth a message to your husband ; 
Bid him draw off his Greeks, unmoor his fleet, 
'And measure back his way. Full well he knows 
You and your father are my hostages ; 
And for his treason both may answer^ 

£ufk, Think'st thou then 
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So meafily of my Phocion )«*-D(^ thou 4^m hfm 
Poorly wound up to a mere fit of valouri 
To melt away in a weak woman*a tear? 
Oh I thou dost little know him ; know*st but little 
Of his exalted $ottl. With genVous ardour 
Still will he urge the great, the glorious plan. 
And gain the ever honour'd, bright reward 
Which fame intwines around the patriot's brow, 
Andbidi for ever flourish on histomb. 
For nations free'd and tyrants laid in dust. 

Dion. By Heav*n, this night Evander bneathes his 
last. 

Euph. Better for him to sink at once to rcst^ 
Than linger thus beneath the gripe of faminei 
In a vile dungeon scoop 'd with barb'iTous skill 
Deep in the flinty rock ; a monument 
Of that fell malice and thst black suspicion 
That mark*d your father*s reigh } a dungeofi drear 
Prepared for innocence! — Vice Hv'd seture. 
It flourished, trfumph'd, grateful to hU heart; 
^Twas virtue only could give umbrage 9 then* . 
In that black period, to be gfc^at and good 
Was a state crime; the pow*ri of genius then 
Wert a construf live treason* , 

Dion, Ha ! beware, . . 
Nor with vile calumny provoke my irage* 

£uph, Whate'er was laudable^ whaU'er was war* 
thy, 
Sunk under foul oppression ; freeborn men 
Were torn in private from their household gods^ 
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Shut from the light of Heaven in cavern*d cells, 
Chain'd to the grunsel edge, and left to pine 
In bitterness of soul ; while in the vaulted roof 
The tyrant sat, and through a secret channel 
Collefled ev'ry sound ; heard each complaint 
Of martyr'd virtue ; kept a register 
Of sighs and groans by cruelty extorted ; 
Noted the honest language of the heart; 
Then on the vidlims wreak'd his murderous rage. 
For yielding to the feelings of their nature. 
Dnm. Obdurate woman I obstinate in ill I 
Here ends all parley. Now your father's doom 
Is fix'd J irrevocably fix'd. 

Euph. Thy doom, perhaps, 
May first be fix*d : the doom that ever waits 
The fell oppressor, from a throne usurp 'd 
Hurl'd headlong down. Think of thy father's fate 
At Corinth, Dionysius 1 
Dion, Ha t this night 
Evanderdies; and thou, detested fair! 
Thou shah behold him, while inventive cruelty 
Pursues his wearied life through every nerve. 
I scorn all dull delay. This very night 
Shall sate my great revenge. [£xt>; 

Eupk, This night perhaps 
Shall whelm thee down, no more to blast creation. 
My father, who inhabit'st with the dead, 
Now let me seek thee in the lonely tomb, 
And tremble there with anxious hope and fear. 
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SCENE. II. 



7%e Inside of the Tempte, Enter ^octov and Me- 

LAWTHON. 

PAo. Each step I movei a grateful terror shakes 
My frame to dissolution. 

^elan* Summon alt 
Thy wonted firmness ; in that dreary ▼airlt 
A living king is number'd with the dead* 
I'll take my post, near where the ptllar'd aisle 
Supports the central dome, that no alarm 
Surprise you in the pious a£l. [Exiti 

Pko. If here 
They both are found ; if in Evander's arms 
Euphrasia meets my'search, the fates atone 
For all' my suiPrings, all afflidions past. 
Yes, I will seek them— ha! — the gaping tomb 
Invites my steps — now be propitious, Heaven ! 

[He itders the tombk 

Enter Euphrasia. 

Eupk^ All hail ye' caves of horror I — ^Tn this gloonv 
Divine content can dwell, the heartfelt tear» 
Which, as it falls, a father's trembling hand 
Will catch, and wipe the sorrows from my eye* 
Thou Pow*r supreme, whose all-pervading mind 

G 
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Guides this great frame of things ; who now behold'st 



me. 



Who in that cave of death art full as perfe^ 
As in the gorgeous palace, now, while night 
Broods o'er the world, Til to thy illcred ^hrifte^ 
And supplicate thy mercies t9 my father. 
Who's there? — Evander ?-*-— Answer— -»tell me — 
&pe«k:-' 



EjiUr Phociott, Jrom tAi Temk* 

Pko. What voice is that r-^MeIanthoA( 

EupA, Ha ! those 50unds-*i>-^ 
Speak of Evahder ; tell me that he li^rts^ 
Or lost Euphrasia dies. 

PJHo* Heart ^swelling transport I 
Art thou Euphrasia } 'tis thy Phocion, lote ; 
Thy husband comes^ 

Eupk, Sirppoft tnt \ re^ch thy hditkl. 

PAo. Once lAort I «tisp her in thh feftd eY&bi«cet 

EupA. WMt fftitftelifc has brought thM td khe ? 

PAo, Ix^^ 
liitpir'tl lAy hea^^ and guided all my ways. 

EupA, Ohl thou dear wanderer I But wherefore 
here ? ' 
Wily in this plae^ of wo ? my tender little 6fte, - 
Say» is he safe } 6h I tatiffy a mother ) 
Speak of nty child, o^ I gtoW Wild at etict. 
TeH me his £ate^ and tcU me all tfq ov#nv , 

PA(h Your boy is safe^ Euphrasia; lives tt>r^l^ 
In Sicily ; Timoleon's gen'ibus care 
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Prote6ts him in his camp ; disptl thy fears ; 
The gods once more will give him to thy arms. 

Euph. My father lives sepuiehred ere his time 
Here in Eudocia's tomb ; let m« condu6t thee. 

Pko, I came this moment thence. 

Euph. And saw Evander } 

Pko* Alas t I found him not. 

Euph, Not found him there ^ 
And have they then — have the fell murderers — Oh I 

\^Faints away, 

Pho. I've been too rash ; revive, my love, revive j 
Thy Phocion calls ; the gods will guard Evander^ 
And save him to reward thy matchless virtoe. 

Enter Ev'andbh and Mei^anthon* 

Evan. 'lfi9A xa^3 M^U^X^mt g^td« iDy aged stops; 
Where is he ? Let me s^ him* 

Pho. My Euphrasia ; 
Thy father li?e$i^thoif veimr^ble matt! 
Behold — I cannot fly to thy embr^ce^ 

Euph. These agonies must W^ i|^ j ?h, my father I 
Again I have him; grs^eious Pow*rs \ ^gaiix 
I clasp his hand« ^pd bathe it with my tears. 

Evan. Euphrasia I Phocipn toel Yes^ hqtb 4re 
here; 
oKl let nu; thu$^ thus stf-^iix ypu tqi xay heart. 

Pko. Proteft^d by fi daughter's tender care> 
By my Euphrasia $^v*4 1 That g,wfe.t reflc^tioa 
Exalts the l)Us^ tp if^p^wro, 

Gi| , 
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Eupk. Why, my fiither. 
Why thus adventure forth i The strong alarm 
O'erwheim'd my spirits* 

Evan* I went forth, my child. 
When all was dark, and awful silence round. 
To throw me prostrate at the altar's foot, 
And crave the care of Heav'n for thee and thine* 
Melanthon there 



EnUr Phi LOTAS* 

EupA, Philotas I ha I what means 

PAii. Inevitable ruin hovers o'er you: 
The tyrant's fury mounts into a blaze ; 
Unsated yet with blood, he calls aloud 
For thee, Evander; thee his rage hath ordered 
This moment to his presence* 

Evan, Lead me to him : 
His presence hath no terror for Evander. 

EupA, Horror I it must not be. 

PAil, No; never, never: 
I'll perish rather. But the time demands 
Our utmost vigour ; with the ]ightning*s speed 
Decisive, rapid. With the scorpion stings 
Of conscience lash'd, despair and horror seize hira^ 
And guilt but serves to goad his tortur'd mind 
To blacker crimes. His policy has granted 
A day's suspense from arms ; yet even now 
His troops prepare, in the dead midnight hour. 
With base surprise, to storm Timoleon's camp. 
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Enm* And 4^ be grant ^ |^ft ii^i^^f truc$, 
To turn the hQtti* ol pf^cf \^ bl^i^ ai^d h9n:oi; ^ 

Eupk, I know the moo^r w^lt : wbea $p^^iiou« 
9eeming 
Becalms bis looks, the rankling heart witlun 
Teems with destruction. Like our own mount ^Uia^ 
When the deep sn^ws invest his hoa^y head. 
And a whole winter gathers on his l^raw. 
Looking tranqivUUy >. ev*a then (^leneath 
The fufl'4 entrails suiiioion al\ their rage. 
Till the affrighted shepherd round him sees 
T1|« siMlden r^in» the vulcano's t>ursty 
Mountains hurl*d np in air» and inoulten fo^^. 
And all the ]ai^4 with desolation coverM. 

Melon. Now* PhoQi^i)» aow, o^ thee Qur ho^ d^ 
ftoada. 
Fly to Timoleon ; I can grant a passport : 
Rouze him to vengeance ; on ihe tyrant, turn 
His own insidious arts, or all is lost. 

Pho^ Evandef thou, and thou, «^ 1^$1> Eiuphrasia^ 
Botk shall attend my flight. 

Me/am* It were in vain ; 
Th' attempt would hazard alL 

fupA. Together here 
We will remain, safe in the<:ave of dcB)^ i 
And Vi^ait our freedom from thy coru^uViog avm^ 

Evan, Ohl would the gods |oll back thi^ stream, q^ 
time, 
And give this arm tlie sinew that it. boasted 
At Tauro^aeoium^ when its forc« resitUffM 

G iij 
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Mow'd down the ranks of war ; I then might guide 
The battle's rage, and, ere Evander die. 
Add still another laurel to my brow. 

Evpk, Enough of laureli'd victory your sword 
Hath reap'd in earlier days. 

Evan. And shall my sword, 
When the great cause of liberty invites. 
Remain inactive, unperforming quite ? 
Youth, second youth rekindles in my veins : 
Tho' worn with age, this arm will know its office ; 
Will shew that vidlory has not forgot 
Acquaintance with this hand. — And yet— O shame I 
It will not be : the momentary blaze 
Sinks, and expires : I have surviv'd it all ; 
Surviv'd my reign, my people, and myself. 

EupA. Fly, Phocion, fly; Melanthon will condudt 
thee. 

Melan, And when th' assault begins, my faithful 
cohorts 
Shall form their ranks around this sacred dome. 

PAo. And my poor captive friendsy my brave com* 
panions 
Taken in battle, wilt thou guard their lives? 

Melan, Trust to my care : no danger shall assail 
them. 

Pko, By Heav*n, the glorious expe6lation swells 
This panting bosom ! Yes, Euphrasia, yes 5 
Awhile I leave you to the care of Heaven. 
Fell Dionysius tremble ; ere the dawn 
Timoleon thunders at your gates ; the rage. 
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The pent-up rage of twenty thousand Greeks, 
Shall burst at once ; and the tumultuous roar 
Alarm th* astonish'd world. The brazen gates 
Asunder shall be rent ; the tow'rs, the ramparts^ 
Shall yield to Grecian valour ; death and rage 
Thro' the wide city's round shall wade in gore. 
And guilty men awake to gasp their last. 
Melanthon, come. 

Evan. Yet, ere thou go'st, young man. 
Attend my words : tho* guilt may oft provoke. 
As now it does, just vengeance on its head, 
In mercy punish it. The rage of slaughter 
Can add no trophy to tlie victor's triumph } 
Bid him not shed unnecessary blood. 
Conquest is proud, inexorable, fierce ; 
It is humanity ennobles all. 
So thinks Evander, and so tell Timoleon. 

Pho, Farewell ; the midnight hour shall give you 
freedom. [ExU tuith Melanthon and Phil. 

Eupk. Ye guardian deities, watch all his ways. 

Evan, Come, my Euphrasia, in this interval 
Together we will seek the sacred altar, 
And thank the God, whose presence fills the dome, 
For the best gift his bounty could bestow, 
The virtue he has giv'n thee 5 there we'll pour 
Our hearts in praise, in tears of adoration. 
For all the wondrous goodness lavish'd on us. 

{^ExewU, 



JCTF. SCENE I. 



Enter Dioktsxus izn^CALirrus. 

£rb the day ctw^tii wkUf yet tbfi busy fy« 

Might view their camp, their statioo^y 9Bd their 

gusti49» 
Their preparation far apprQachiog night* 
Didst thou then mark the motions of the Gnedu^^ 

Cal, From tbe vatch-towV I sawr them: all ibing^ 
spoke 
A foe secure, and discipline relaxed. 
Their arms thrown idly by, the soldiers stcayM 
To one another's tents ; their steeds no more 
Stood near at hand, capamon'd for war ; 
And from the lines numbers pour'd out, to see 
The spot wliere the besieg'd had sallied forth. 
And the iieroe battle rag'd ; to view the slain 
That lie in heaps upon the crimson beach. 
There the fond brother, the affli^ed father. 
And the friend, sought some vestige of the hoc 
Of him who dy'd in battle ; night came on ; 
Some slowly gain*d their tents : di^)er8*d around 
Whole parties loiter'd, touch'd with dc^p regret; 
War, and its train of duties, all forgot. 

BioK^ Their folly gives them to my sword : are all 
My orders issued } 

€al. All. 

2 
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Dum, The troops rctir*d 
To gain recruited vigour from repose \ 

Col. The city round lies hush*d in sleep. 

Dion. Anon 
Let each brave officer, of chosen valour, 
Forsake his couch, and with deliberate spirit. 
Meet at the citadel. An hour at farthest 
Before the dawn, 'tis fix'd to storm their camp ; 
And whelm their men, their arms, and steeds and! 

tents, 
In one prodigious ruin. Haste, Calippus, 
Fly to thy post, and bid Euphrasia enter. 

{Exit Calippus. 
Evander dies this night : Euphrasia too 
Shall be disposed of. Curse on Phocion*s fraud. 
That from my pow'r withdrew their infant boy. 
In him the seed of future kings were crush'd. 
And the whole hated line at once extinguished. 

EnUr Euphrasia. 

Dion* Once more approach and hear me ; 'tis not 
now 
A time to waste in the V2un war of words. 
A crisis big with horror is at hand. 
I meant to spare the stream of blood, that soon 
Shall deluge yonder plains. My fair proposals 
Thy haughty spirit has with scorn rejefted. 
And now, by Heav'n, here in thy very sight, 
Evander breathes his last. 

Euph. The truce you've granted 






Suspends the rage of war : mean time fend forth 
The orators of peace with olive crown'd* 
Timoleon, good and just» and ever willing 
To conquer rather by persuasive truth. 
Than by devouring slaughter* will agree 
In friendly parley to assert his rightly 
And compromise the w^r« 

Di0M> And must { sue 
For terms of peace i — ^To nn inv»der sue i 
Since you, the fiend of Syracuse and Qreece, 
Since you thus urge me on to deap'ratt daring. 
Your father first<«-of him I'U be assuir'd"*- 
Your father meets his fate. 

EupA. If yet there^s wanting 
A crime to fill the measure of thy guilt, 
Add that blacl^ murder to the dreadful list ; 
With thfit complete the horrors of thy reign. 

Dion* Woman, beware ; Fhilotas is at handy 
And to our presence leads Evander. All 
Thy dark complottingS| and thy treach'rous arts, 
^ave prov'd abortive, 

£upA. Hal — What new event } 
And is Philotas false } — Has he betray 'd hini ? I4su^» 

Dion. £vander*s doom is sipard — Wh«it| ho I Phi- 
lotas i 
Now shalt thou see him die in pangs before thec^ 

EnUrFkiiLQTAS, 

Eupk. How my heart sinks within me t 
Din. Where's your pris'aer ? 



PkU. Erander is no more« 

Dion. Ha I— -Death has robb'd xkt 
Ofhalf my giheat revelige. 

M^/. Woril out with anguidii 
I saw life ebb apace* With studied art 
We gave each cordial drop, alas f ifi vai/i | 
He heay'd a si^ ; intok'd his daughtf r*s name, 
Smird and expired. 

Dion* Bring nw his hoary head* 

Phil, You'll pardon^ sir, my over-ha^ zeal. 
I gave tht body to the foaming surge 
Down the steep rock despis'd. 

Dion, Now rave and shriek, 
And rend your scattered hair. Ho more Evander 
Shall sway Sicilians sceptre. 

Eupk% Mighty gods I 
The harden'd heart, the man elate with prrdc 
View with compassion 1 To the bad extend 
' Some portion of your mercy ; crimes and blOod 
Havd made their souls a seat of desolation, 
Of wo, despair, and horror I Turn to them 
An eye of pity : whom your bounty formed 
To truth, to got^ness, and to gen'rous deeds, 
Oft them tfid more from your bright ^otes of bliss 
You fteed dJspcmse \ their virtue will support them. 

\Dkm, Now then thou feel'st my vengeance. 

Enph. Otorytntt; 
Exult and triumph. Thy worst shaft is sped. 
Yet still th' unconquer'd mind with scorn can view 
thee; 
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With the calm sunshine of the breast can see 
Thy pow'r unequal to subdue the soul, - 
Which virtue form'd, and which the gods protect. 

Dion. Philotas, bear her hence ; she shaH not live; 
This moment bear her hence ; you know the rest j 
Go, see our will obey'd ; that done, witli all 
A warrior's speed attend me at the citadel ; 
There meet the heroes, whom this night shaH lead 
To freedom, viftory, to glorious havoc. 
And the destrudlion of the Grecian name. [Exii. 

Eupk. Accept my thanks, Philotasf generous man t 
These tears attest th' emotions of my heart. 
But oh I should Greece defer— 

PhiL Dispel thy fears ; 
Phocion will bring relief; or should the tyrant 
Assault their camp, he'll meet a marshalled foe. 
Let me condufl- thee to the silent tomb. 

Eupk. Ah ! there Evandcr, naked and disarmed, ' 
Defenceless quite, may meet some ruffian stroke. 

Phil. Lo ! here a weapon ; bear this dagger to hira# 
In the drear monument should hostile steps 
Dare to approach him, they must enter singly j 
This guards the passage; man by man they die* 
There may'st thou dwell amidst the wild commotion. 

Eiipk. Ye pitying gods, protect my father there I 

[ExeunU 
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SCENE If. 



Thi Citadel. C A LIF P V 8 and several Officers. 

ist OffiJ What new event thus summons us together ^ 
Cal, 'Tis great occasion calls ; Timoleon's ardouif 
Comes rushing on ; his works rise high in air, 
Advance each day, and tow'r above our walls. . 
One brave exploit may free us— «Lo I the king. 

£«/^r DiONYSIUS. 

Dion. Ye brave associates, who so oft have shar'd • 
Our toil and danger in the field of glory, 
My fellow- warriors, what no god could promise, 
Fortune hath giv'n us. In his dark embrace 
Lol sleep envelops the whole Grecian camp. 
Against a foe, the .outcasts of their country. 
Freebooters roving in pursuit of prey. 
Success by war, or covert stratagem. 
Alike is glorious. Then, my gallant friends, 
What need of words ? The gen'rous call of freedom, 
Your wives, your children, your invaded rights. 
All that can steel the patriot breast with valour. 
Expands and rouses in the swelling heart. 
Follow th' impulsive ardour ; follow me. 
Your king, your leader ; in the friendly gloom 
Of night assault their camj> 5 your country's love. 
And fame eternal, shall attend the men 
Who march*d through blood and horror, to redeem 
From the invader's pow'r their native land. 

H 
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Col, Lead to the onset; Greece shall find we bear 
Hearts prodigal of blood, when honour calls. 
Resolved to conquer or to die in freedom. 

Dion, Thus Tve i^^feoltMt when the decfining^ 
^ moon 

Kafth veil'd her orb, our silent march begins. 
The order th^is : — CaHppus, thou lead forih 
Iberia's sons with the Namidian bands, 
And line the shore.«^PerdiccaS| be it tliine 
To march thy cohorts to the mountain's foot. 
Where the wood skirts the valley ; there make halt 
Tlirbrave Amyntar stretch along the vale. 
Oursclf, with the embodied cavalry 
Clad in their mail'd cuirass, will circle roimd 
To where their camp extends its furthest line ; 
Unnumbered torches there shall blare at once. 
The signal of the charge; then, oh! my friends. 
On every side let the wild uproar loose, 
Bid massacre and carnage stalk around, 
Unsparing, unrelenting ; drench yonr swords 
In hostile blood, and riot in destra6lion. 

£nier an Officer, 

Ha ! speak ; unfold thy purpose. 

Offi* Instant arm ; 
To arms, my liege ; the foe breaks in ut>on us ; « 
The subterraneous path is theirs ; that way 
Their band invades the city sunk in sleep. 

Dion. Treason's at work; detested, treach'rous 
villains 1 



Is this their promised truce ? Away« my fricAds^ 
Rous< dl the war ; fly to your several posts. 
And instant bring all Syracuse in arms. 

[^ExeunU Warlike musk* 

Enkr MEtANtHON. 

C«/. Melanthon, now coUedt your faithful bands, ^ 

Melan. Do thou pursue the king; attend his steps: 

Timokoa lords it in the captive city. ££#»> Calippus. 

Enter Phi lotas. 

Melan. Philotas, vengeance has begun its work, 
PAiL The gods have sent relief ; dismay, and terror, 
And wild amase, and death in ev'ry shape. 
Fill the affrighted city. 
MeUin. Tyrant, now 
Th' inevitable hour of fate is come. 
Philotas, round the dome that holds Evander 
We will arrange our men ; there fix our post. 
And guard that spot, till, like some god, Timoleon 
Still the wild uproar, and bid slaughter cease. [^Ex€uM* 

Enter DiONYSius. 

Dion. Why sleep the coward slaves ? All things 
conspire ; 
The gods are leagu'd \ I see them raze my towVs ; 
My wails and bulwarks fall, and Neptune's trident 
From its foundation heaves the solid rock. 
Pallas directs the storm ; her gorgon shield 
Glares in my view, and from the fleet she calls 

Hij 
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Her Greeks enrag'd.— In arms V\\ meet *em alK 
Whaty ho 1 my guards ; arise, or wake no more. 

£fi^^r Calippus. 

Cal. This way, my liege ; our friends, a valiant 
band, 
Assemble here. 

Dion, Give me to meet the Greek. 
Our only safety lies in brave despair. [£xnrvf. 



SCENi UL 



7%e Inside of the Temple* A Monument in the Middle^ 
£ff/fr Euphrasia, Erixene, and Femaie Attendants. 

Euph, Which way, Erixene, which way, my virgins^ 
Shall we dire6l our steps } What sacred altar 
Clasp on our knees ? 

Erix. Alas I the horrid tumult 
Spreads the destrudtion wide. On ev'ry side 
The Victor's shouts, the groans of murder'd wretches'. 
In wild confusion rise. Once more descend 
£udocia*s tomb ; there thou may'st find a shelter. 

Euph, Anon, Erixene, 1 mean to visit. 
Perhaps for the last time, a mother ^s urn. 
This dagger there, this instrurtient of death. 
Should fortune prosper the fell tyrant's arms. 
This dagger then may free me from his powV, 
And th^t drear vault intqmb us all in peace. 

[Puts up the dagger. 
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Hark I how the upros^r swells! Alas I what numbers 
In Dionysius* cause shall yield their throats 
To the destruftive sword I — Aloft I climb'd 
The temple's vaulted roof; the scene beneath 
Is horrible to sight ; the domes and palaces 
Blaze to the sky ; and where the flames forbear. 
The Greeks enrag'd brandish the gleaming sword. 
From the high roofs, to shun the raging fire. 
Wretches precipitate their fall. But oh 1 
No pause, no mercy ; to the edge o' th* sword 
They give their bodies; butchered, gashM wkii 

wounds 
They die in mangled heaps, and with their limbs 
Cover the sanguine pavements 

Erix. Hark! 

Euph. The din . 
Of arms with clearer sound advances. Hark 1 
That sudden burst I Again 1 They rush upon us 1 
The portal opens ; lo 1 see there ; behold 1 
War, horrid war invades the sacred fane ; 
No altar gives a san^uary now. [Warlike musk^ 

Enter Dl o w Y si u s and C A L i PP u s , wit A several Soldiers, 

Dion. Here will I mock their siege ; here stand at 
bay, "^ 

And brave *em to the last* 

Cal» Our weary foes 
Desist from the pur&uit. 

J)ion. Tho' all betray mc, 
Tho' cv'ry god conspire, 1 will not yield* 

Hiij 
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If I must fall, the temple's pondVous roof. 
The mansion of the gods combin*d against me 
Shall first be crushed, and lie in niin with me. 
Euphrasia here ! Detested, treacherous woman I 
For my revenge preserved ! By Heav'n 'tis well ; 
Vengeance awaits thy guilt, and this good sword 
Thus sends thee to atone the bleeding victims 
This night has massacred. 

CaL [Holding TyLony^\\v5,*s arm. "] My liege, forbear; 
Her life preserved may plead your cause with Greece, 
And mitigate your fate. 

Dion, Presumptuous slave 1 
My rage is up in arms ; by Heav'n she dies. 

Enter EvAifDEK/rom the Tomb. 

Evan. Horror I forbear! Thou murd'rer hold thy 
hand 1 
The gods behold thee, horrible assassin I 
Restrain the blow ; it were a stab to Heav'n ; 
All nature shudders at it I Will no friend 
Arm in a cause like this a father's hand } 
Strike at this bosom rather. Lo ! Evander 
Prostrate and groveling on the earth before thee ; 
He begs to die ; exhaust the scanty drops 
That lag aboufhis heart; but spare my child. 

Dion. Evander I — Do my eyes once more behold 
him } 
May the fiends seize Philotas! Treach'rous slave! 
'Tis well thou liv'st ; thy death were poor revenge 
From any hand but mine, [PJf^'"'^ ^o strike* 
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Euph. No, tyrant, no; [Rushing before ^^?iXi^eY» 
I have provok'd your vengeance ; through this bosom 
Open a passage ; first on me, on me 
Exhaust your fury ; ev'ry PoW*r above 
Commands thee to respect that aged head ; 
His withered frame wants blood to glut thy rage ; 
Strike here ; these veins are full ; here's blood 

enough ; 
The purple tide will gush to glad thy sight. 

Dion. Amazement blasts and freezes ev'ry pow'rl 
They shall not live. Ha I the fierce tide of war 

[AJlaurish of trumpets. 
This way comes rushing on. [Goes to the top of the stage* 

Euph^ [Embracing Evander.] Oh 1 thus, my father. 
We'll perish thus together. 

Dion, Bar the gates ; 
Close ev'ry passage, and repel their force. 

Evan, And must X see thee bleed i Oh I for a 
sword I 
Bring, bring me daggers 1 

Euph. Hal 

Dion, [Advancing,] Guards, seize the slave. 
And give him to my rage. 

Evan, [Seized by the guards,'] Oh I spare her, spare 
her. 
Inhuman villains 1 

Euph, NoW| one glorious effort I 

Dion, Let me dispatch j thou traitor, thus my 
arm—- 
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Enpk. A daughter's arm, fell monstefy strikes the 
blow. 
Yes» first she strikes ; an u^urM daughter's arm 
Sends thee devoted to th* in^rnal gods, {^Be/alU* 

Dion. Detested fiend t Thus by a womaii's hand 1 

Eupk. Y^Sy tyrant, yes \ in a dear father's cause, 
K w<tfnan*i vengeance tpwVs above her sex. 

Dion, May curses blast thy arm I May iEcna's fires 
Convulse tke land ; to its foundation ahake 
The groaning isle 1 May civil disoM'd b^r 
Her flaming bryuid through aH the realms of Greece; 
And the whole race expire in pangs like mine. \_Dies* 

Eyph: Behold, all Sicily behold I— The pioittt 
Qlows with Che tyrant's blood. Ye slaves, \to the 

guards,'] look there; 
Kneel to your rightful king : the blow for freedom 
Gives you the rights of men 1 And, oh ! my father. 
My ever honoured sire, it gives thee life. 

Evan, My child ; my daughter; sav*d again by 
theel [^Embf4tccs her, 

A Jlourisk of Trumpets. J&,«/<r Phocion, Mhu^^^ 

THON, PhILOTAS, &Cm 

Pbo, Now let the mooster yield.) My best Euphra- 
sia! 

Eupk. My lord 1 my Phocion ! welcome to my heart. 
Lo i there the wonders of Euphrasia's arm I 

Pfto. And is the proud one fali*n I The dawn shall 
see him 
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A spedlacle for public view. Euphrasia I 
Evander too I Thus to behold you both — ^ 

Evan. To her direct thy looks ; there fix thy praise. 
And gaze with wonder there. The life I gave her, 
Oh, she has us'd it for the noblest ends I 
To fill each duty ; make her father feel 
The purest joy, the heart-dissolving bliss ^ 

To have a grateful child. But has the rage 
Of slaughter ceas*d ? 

PAo. It has. 

Evan, Where is Timoleon i 

Pho\ He guards the citadel ; there gives his orders 
To calm the uproar, ^od recall from carnage - ' 
His conqu*ring troops. 

Euph. Oh 1 once again, my father. 
Thy sway shall bless the land. Not for' himself 
Timoleon conquers ; to redress the wrongs 
Of bleeding Sicily the hero comes. 
Thee, good Melanthqrt, thee^thou gen'rous man, 
His justice shall reward. Thee too, Philotas, 
Whose sympathizing heart could fell the touch 
Of soft humanity, the hero*s bounty, 
His brightest honours, shall be lavish'd on thee. 
Evander too will place thee near his throne ; 
And shew mankind, ev'n on this shore of being, 
That virtue still shall meet its sure reward. 

PML I am rewarded : feelings such as mine 
Are worth all dignities ; my heart repays me. 
Evan. Come, let us seek Timoleon ; to his care 
V . 1 will commend ye both : for now, alas 1 
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Thrones and 'dominions nove no more £or me. 

To thee I ffv^ my crown : yes, thou, Eupiirasii^ 

Shalt reign in Sicily. And, oh 1 ye Pow'rs, 

la that bright eminence of care and pef il. 

Watch over all her ways $ conduct and guide 

The goodness you ia$pirM ; that she may prove^ 

If e^er distress like mine invade th^ land^ 

A parent to her people ; stretch the r^y 

Of filial piety to times unborn, 

That men may hear her unexampled vkitiie. 

And learn lo emulate tujs Gmcian pi^yc^TSI^I 

— '• ■ ^'^''^ IIUUIJ . LJ, n . ■■! I III .1 I J 
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WRITTEN BY DAyiI> GARRlCKy £S(^ 
Spokeftby MiwYovmck. 

ji/f£ Grecian Dattghter'j camplmentxt^aSi 
J^egs that for Epilogue you will not call-y 
For leering^ g^gg^^^g* would 6e &tii ofuastn^ 
And hopes by me you* II hear a little reason, 

ji father "raised from death i a nation sav*di 
A tyranC* crimes 6y female spirit brav'd! 
7%at tyrant staby*dy and by her nerveless artrty 
While Virtues spell surrounding guards could charm i 
Can shtf this sacred tumult in her hreasiy 
Turn Father y Freedom y Virtue, all to jest? 
Wdhe youy ye fair ones^ from your szveet reposty 
As wanton zrphyrs wake the sleeping rose P 
Dispel those clouds, ofhich o*er your eye^lids crept y 
Which our wise bard mistooh, and swore you weptf 
Shall she to Maccaronies life restore, 
Who yawn'' d, half dead, and cursed the tragic BORE f 
Dismiss *em smirking to their nightly haunt. 
Where dice and cards their meim^struch minds enchant t 
Some muffUdlike the toitches in Macbeth, 
Brood o'er the magic circle, pale as death! 
Others the caldron g» ahout-^about I 
And RUIN entersy as the f ATE3 mn out. 
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BubUey bubble^ 

Toil and trouble^ 

Passions bum. 
And bets are double ! 

Double^ double I 

Toil and trouble, 

Passions burn^ 

And all is bubble* 

But jest apart, for scandal forms these tales ; 

Falsehood be mute ; Ut justice hold the scales* 

Britons were ne*er enslaved by evil powers : 

To peace and wedded love they give the midnight hours* 

From slumbers pure no rattling dice can wake *em : ' 

Who make the laws, were never known to break '«/»• | 

^Tis false, yefyir, whatever spleen may say, i 

That you down folly* s tide are borne away, \ 

You never wish at deep distress to sneer \ | 

For eyes, thd" bright, are brighter ifi4ro«^^(Z TEAR. 

Should it e'er be this nation^ s wretched fate, • 

To laugh at all thafs good, and wise, and great : 
Let Genius rouse, the friend of humankind. 
To break those spells which charm, and sink the mind : I 

Let Comedy^ with pointed ridicule, 
Pierce to the quick each knave, and vicious fool : 
Let Tragedy — a warning to tke times. 
Lift high her dagger at exalted crimes ; 
Drive from the heart each base, unmanly passion^ 

Till Virtue triumph in despite of Fashion. 

• -' a .. — ■ . ■ ==^- 

THE END. 
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ADVERTIS EMENT. 



.Though the mixed drama of the last age, called Tragi.Co* 
snedy» has been generally condemned by the critics, and not 
^thout reason ; yet it has been found to succeed on the stage ; 
both the comic and tragic scenes have been applauded by the 
audience, without any particular exceptions : nor has it been 
observed, that the effed of either was less forcible, than it 
would have been, if they had not succeeded each other in the 
entertainment of the same night. The tragic part of this play 
has been always esteemed extremely natural and interesting; 
and it would probably, like some others, have produced its full 
tffe€tf notwithstanding the intervention of the comic scenes 
that are intermixed with it : the editor, therefore, would not 
have thought of removing them, if they had not been excep- 
tionable in themselves, not only as indelicate, but as immoral ; 
for this reason he has suffered so much of the charadlers of the 
Porter and the Nurse to remain, as is not liable to this objec- 
tion. He is, however, to account, not only for what he has 
taken away, but for what he has added. It will easily be 
comprehended, tiiat the leaving out something made it ab- 
solutely necessary that something should be supplied ; and 
the public will be the more easily reconciled to this necessity^ 
when they are acquainted that the additions are very inconsi- 
derable, and that the editor has done his utmost to render 
them of a pieces with the rest* Several lines of the original^ 
particularly in the part of Isabella, are printed, though they are 
omitted in the representation* Many things please in the read- 
Sngy which may have little or no effeft upon the stage. When 

Aij 
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the passions are violent, and the speeches longy the performers 
must either spare their powers, or shorten their speeches. Mrs* 
Cibber chose the latter ; by which she has been able to exert 
that force and icxprttsioB which has been so strsagly felt> and ^ 
•aunccidy applaiid«d« 
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T*His play is built upon the agonies of a mind of 
keen sensibility, when known to have wedded a se- 
cond husband while the first is living. 

The power of Sou the rn is the power of nature. 
Ko author, since Shakspere, possesses so sure a clue 
to all the labyrinths of the heart. His language is 
never tumid nor declamatory. What is to be spoken, 
therefore, at all times continues the impression, and 
the charm is unabating to the last. 

Of a play to which the wonderful powers of Mrs. 
SiDDONS have so lately given its utmost force, the 
recollection of her exquisite performance will be the 
best eulogy of the author, who could thus furnish the 
scenes best adapted to her talents. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Stfire Cmiia Balbwivt's Hmise, Enter VilleROT 

arJ Carlos. 

This constancy of yours will e$t^blish gn immortal 
reputation among the women. 

ViL If it would establish n)c wijtb Is^ibclU 

Car. Follow her, follpw her : Troy town was w^a 

at last. 

ViL I have foUow'd her tbe^e gevjen years, and 90W 
but live in hopes. 

Car, But live ii>hopc§l Why, hope is the ready 
road, tlic lover's baiting-pjace ; and, for aught you 
know, but one st^ge short of the possession of youc 
mistress. 

Vil, But my hopes, I fear^ ar« l^ore of my own 
making than h^rs; and proceed rather frpm my 
wishes, than any encouragement sh? bas given inc. 

Bij^ 



I« ISABELLA; 0R> AS L 

** And heav'n*« reward of welUdescrvers hcre> '' 
« Would prove a plague to me ;» to see you alirays^ 
** And never see you minet still todesire, 
•* And never to enjoy I'* 

/#«. I must not hear you. 

ViL Thus, at this awful distance, I have serv'd 
A seven year's bondage^— Do I call it bondage* 
When I can never wish to be redieem'd i 
Noy let me rather lingerout a life 
Of expectation y that you may besmne. 
Than be restor'd to the indifierence 
Of seeing you, without this pleasing pain : 
I've lost myself, and never would be founds 
But in these arms, 

ha. Oh, I have heard all thtst 
—But must no more—**— the charmer.is no more : 
My buried husband rises in the face 
Of my dear boy, and chides me for my stay : 
Canst thou forgive me, child? 

ChUd. Why, have you done a £uilt ? You cry as if 
you had. Indeed now, I*ve done nothing to offend 
you : but if you kiss me» and look so very sad upon 
me, I shall cry too. 

Isa* My little angel, no, you must not cry ; 
Sorrow will overtake thy steps too sooa : 
I should not hasten it* 

VU. What can I sayl 
The arguments that make against my hopes . 
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more; 
'< Those pious tears, you hourly throw away 
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** Upon the gravCi have all their quicK*nmg charms, 

** And more engage my love, to make you mine :" 

When yet a virgin, free, and undispos'd, 

I lov'd, but saw you only with my eyes; 

I could not reach the beauties of your soul : 

I have since liv'd in contemplation. 

And long experience of your growing goodness : 

What then was passion, is my judgment now, 

Thro* all the several changes of your life, 

Confirm*d and settled in adoring you. 

isd. Nay, then I must be gone. If you're my 
friend, 
If you regard my little interest, 
Ko more of this; you see, I grant you all 
That friendship will allow : be still my friend ; 
That's all I can receive, or have to give. 
I'm going to my father ; he needs not an excuse 
To use me ill : {>ray leave me to the trial* 

F'il^ I'm only bom to be what you would have me. 
The creature of yow power, and must obey ; 
In every thing obey you. I am going : 
But all good fortune go along with you. [Exit* 

Jsa* I shall need all your wishes- ■■ [KnocAs. 

Lock'dl and fact I 

Where is the charity that us'd to stand 
In our forefathers* hospitable days 
At great men's doors, ready for our wants. 
Like the good angel of the family. 
With open arms taldng the needy in. 



To feed and clothe, to comfiirt and relieyc 'em ) 
Now even their i^tea ar« shut vgfiifist their po^n 

ISAa imfcks ^g«i»• 

Enter Sampson /o ker» 

Samp. Well, what's to do now, I trow ) You knodc 
as loud as if you were invited ; and that's nore than I 
heard of; but I can tell you, you may look twice about 
you for a welcome in a great man's family before yott 
find it, unless you bring it along with you. 

isa. I hope I bring my wekome along with me: 
Is your lord at home 7 
Count Baldwin lives hpre still ? 

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin dees live here ; and 
I am his porter : but what's that to the purpose, good 
woman, of my lord's being at home } 

Jsa, Why, don't you know me, friend? 

Samp. Not I, not I, mistress ; I may have aesn you 
before, or so ; but men of employment must forget 
their acquaintance } especially a«ch as we are never 
to be the better for. 

[Going to shut the dooTf Nmne OBitrSf Aamwg 
wtrketkrd himm 

Nurse. Hanjlsomer words would become you, and 
mend your manners, Sampson : do you know who yon 
prate to ? 

Isa. I'm glad you know me, mirse* 

Nurse. Marry, heav'n forbid, madam, that I should 
ever forget you, pr my little jewel : pray goii|-i^[Isa« 
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bella gots in wiik her Cki/d,} Now my blessing go along 
with you wherever you go, or whatever you are 
about. Fie, Sampson, how couldst thou be such a 
Saracen i A Turk would have been a better Christian, 
than to have done so barbarously by so good a lady* 
Samp, Why look you, nurse, I know you of old : 
by your good-will you would have a finger in every 
body's pie : but mark the end on't ; if I am called to 
account about it, I know what I have to say. 

Nurse, Marry oome up here ; say your pleasure, 
and spare not. Refuse his eldest son's widow, and 
poor child, the comfort of seeing htm ? She does not 
trouble him so often. 

Samp, Not that I am against it, nurse : but we are 
but servants, you know : we must have no likings, 
but our lord^s; and must do as we are ordered. 
** Nurse. Nay, that's true, Sampson. 
** Samp, Besides, what 1 did was all fOr the best : 
** I have no ill- will to the young lady, as a body may 
•* say, upon my own account ; only that I hear she is 
•* poor; and indeed I naturally hate your decayed 
** gentry $ they expert as much waiting upon as when 
** they had money in their pockets, and were able to 
•* consider usibr the trouble. 

** Nurse, Why, that is a grievance indeed in great 
•« families, where the gifts, at good times, are better 
** than the wages. It would do well to be reformed.** 
Samp, But what is the business, nurse i You have 
been in the family before I came into the world : 
what's the reason, pray, that this daughter-in-law, 
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who has so goo4 9 reij^Qft in e?ery body^s BB9uthi ii 
90 little set by, by my lord i 

Nurse. Why, I tell you« S^mpsoiiy more or le$s ; 
IMl tell tl^e truth, that*s my way* you iuipW| wkboM( 
adding or diminishing. 

Samp. Ay, marry, nurse. 

Nurse. My lord's eldest son, Biron by naqtie, the 
son of his bosom^ and the son that he would havf 
lov'd best, if he had as many as king Pyranuis of Troy, 

** Sqn^. Howl King Py ramus of Troy I Why, 
*' how many had he ?*' 

^< Nurse, Why, the ballad siags he hs|d fifty sonif 
<' but no matter for that." This Biron, as I was sayT 
ing, was a lovely sweet gentleman, aii4> indeed, no- 
body could blame his father for Ipving him : he was % 
son for the king of Spain \ God bless him, for I wai 
his nurse. But now I come to the poioty Sampson; 
this Biron, without asking the advice of his frieads, 
|iand over head, as young men will have their fa* 
garies, not having the fear of his father before bis 
eyes, as { may say, wilfully marries this Isabella. 

Samp. How, wilfully I he shQiild have had her con« 
sent, methinks. 

Nurse. No, wilfully marries her; andt whkh was 
worse, after she had settled all her fortgoe upon a 
nunnery, which slie broke out of to run away with 
him. They say they bad the church's forgiveness, 
^ut I h^d rather it had been his father's. 

Sapip. Why, in go^d truth, *^ these ngnneries, I 
^< tee no gpod they dp. I think the yoiuig lady WM 



•* in the right to run iway fh)m a hunnery :^ an4 1 
think our young master was Mt in the Wfoitg but tsi 
marrying withotit a porf?oh« 

ihttH. That was the quarrel, 1 befreve, Sampson : 
upon this, my old lord would never see him ; drsih- 
herited hiilfe ; took his younger brother, Carlos, into 
favour, whom he never car'd for before ; and at last 
forc'd Biron to go to the siege of Candy, where he 
was killed-. 

Samp. Alack-a day, poor gentleman. 

Nurie. For which my old lord hates her, as if she 
had been the cause of his going thither. 

SdMp. Alas, alas, poor lady I she has suffered for 
if : she has KvM a great wht?e a ^idow. 

Nunt. A great while indeed, for a young woman^ 
Sampson. 

Samp. 6ad 80 1 here they tdme; I won't venture 
t6 he seen. 

EnU^ CvtiH BALDwnr, fflhtoed fy f savslla* and 

ktr Child. 

C. Bald, Whoever of your friends diredled you. 

Misguided, and abus'd you There's your way ; 

I can afford to shew you out again ^ 
What could you expe6l from me ? 

ha. Oh, I have nothing to expc6t on earth I 
But misery is very apt to talk : 
I thought I might be heard. 

C. Bald. What can you say f 
Is there in eloquence, can there be in words 
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A recompensing powV» a remedy^ 

A reparation of the injuries. 

The great calamities, that you have brought 

On me, and mine i You have destroy'd those hopes 

I fondly raised, through my declining life. 

To rest my age upon ; and most undone me. 

Isa. I have undone myself too. 

C, Bold. Speak it again ; 
Say still you are undone, and I will hear you. 
With pleasure hear you. 

Jsa, Would my ruin please you ? ' 

C. Bald* Beyond all other pleasures* 

Jsa* Then you are pleas'd — for I am most undone. 

C. Bald. I pray'd but for revenge, and Heav*n has 
heard, 
And sent it to my wishes : these grey hairs I 

Would have gone down in sorrow to the grave. 
Which you have dug for me, without the thought. 
The thought of leaving you more wretched here* 

Isa, Indeed I am most wretched— *< When I lost 
*« My husband ■ 

<< C. Bald, Would he had never been ; 
<* Or never had been yours. 

« Isa. I then believ'd 
«< The measure of my sorrow then was full : 
** But every moment of my growing days 
** Makes room for woes, and adds them to the sum*** 
I lost with Biron all the joys of life: 
But now its last supporting means are gone. 
All the kitid helps that Heav'n in pity rais'd, 
•i 



AB h TUB FATAL MAAAIAQB. tj 

la charitable pity to onr waiit^ 

At last have left us : now bereft of Atl^ 

But this last trial of a cruel ^her. 

To save us both from sflkinj^. Oh» my chi)d 1 

Kneel with me^ knock at nature in his heart : 

Let the resembknce of a oace-lov'd Aoa 

Speak in thb little one, who never wrong'd yoii. 

And plead the fatherless and widow's cause* 

Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven. 

As yott wfU need to be forgiven too. 

Forget our lautes, that Heaven may peitlon yours! 

C BM. H<nr dare you nentlon Heav'A I Call to 
mind 
Your peijur'd vows \ your plighted, broken faidi 
ToHeav'n, and all things holy : were you not 
Dtevoted, wedded to a life rechise. 
The sacred habit on, professM and sworo^ 
A votary for ever? Can yoo think 
The sacrilegious wretch^ that itibs the ahiine. 
Is thunder proof I 

Isa. There, there, began my woes. 
<* Let women aH take warning at my iate ; 
^* Never resolve, or think they can be safe, 
«* Within the reach atid tongue of tempting men.** 
Oh 1 had I never seen my Bifon's face;. 
Had he not tempted me I had not fall'n. 
But still continued innocent and free 
Of a bad world, which only he had powV 
To reconcile, and toakt ftie try again. 

C 
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C» Bald. Your own inconstancyy *' your gracekss 
thoughts, 
<* Debauch 'd and*' recondl'd you to the world s 
He had no hand to bring, you back again. 
But what you gave him. Circe, you prevaiFd 
Upon his honest mind, transforming him 
From virtue, and himself, into what shapes 
You had occasion for ; and what he did 
Was first inspir*d by you, •« A cloister was 
«* Too narrow for the work you had in hand : 
«* Your business was more general ; the whole worid 
M To be the scene : therefore you spread your charms 
«* To catch his soul, to be the instrument, 
** The wicked instrument of your cursed flight. 
•* Not that you value4 him j for any one, 
<« Who could have scrv'd the turn, had been as wel- 



come.*' 



ha. Oh t I have sins to Heav'n, but none to hinu 

C. Bald* Had my wretched son 
Marry'd a beggar's bastard ; taken her 
Out of her rags, and made her of my blood, . 
The mischief might have c^as'd, aAd ended there. 
But bringing you into a family, 
Entails a curse upon the name and house 
That takes you in : the only part of me 
That did receive you, perish'd for his crime* 
* Tis a defianoe to offended Heav'n 
Barely to pity Vou : your sina pursue you : 
<< The heaviest judgments that can fall upon you, 
** Arc your just lot," and but prepare your doom : 
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** Expert "cm, and despair— Sirrah, rogue,^ 

•« How durst thou disobey me I" [To the Porter. 

Isa, Not for myself*— ^-for I am past the hopes 
Of being heard— —but for thb innocent ■ 
And then I never will disturb you more. 

C. Baid, I almost pity the unhappy child : 
But being yours 

. /sd. Look on him .as your son's ; 
And let his part in him answer for mine. 
Oh, save, defend him, save him from the wrongs 
That fall upon the poorl 
C. Bald. It touches m e 
And I will save him — But to keep him safe $ 
Never come near him more. 

Jsa. What I take him from me I 
No, we must never part : 'ds the last hold 
Of comfort I have left ; and when he fails, 
All goes along with him : Oh 1 ** could you be 
** The tyrant to divorce life from my life J" 
I live but in my child. 
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread 
From door to door, to feed his daily wants. 
Rather than always lose him. 

C. Bald, Then have your child, and feed him with 
your prayer. 
You, rascal, slave, what do I keep you for f 
How came this woman in } 

Samp- Why indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell 
her, before, my thoughts upon the matter ■ 

C, Bald. Did you so, sir I Now then tell her mine ; 

Cij 



Tell her^ I sent yw to her. l^ruit km towertb ker, 
Th<eir*8 one more to provide for. 

Samf^ Geod^ truf Urd* what I did was in perfed 
obedience to the old aitrse there. I told her what it 
would come lo, 

C Bali^ What I this was a plot upon me. And 
you too, beldam, were you in thr eonsfoncy ^ Be- 
gone, go all together; <'I hare provided you an 
** equipage, now «et up when you please. She*8 old 
'*eIW)^gh to do you aenriee; I have none for her. 
'* The wide world lies before you : begone :'* take 
any road but this to beg or starve in— ^< I ahall be 
*' glad to hear of you :*' but never, never see me 
more \fk drives *em effhtfort Aim. 

Isa, Then Heav*n have merey on me I 

\^Exie wink her Ciiidf fiHawed iy Sampson and Nurse. 



ACrn. SCENE L 



Continues. Enter ViLLEROr and Carlos, meetings 

Vititrcjf* 
Mv friend, I fear to 49k--«'<^but Isabella- 



The lovely widow's tears, her orphaa*s cries. 
Thy father must feel for them^w-^No, 1 read, 
I read their cold reception in thine eyes " ■ ■ 
Thou pitiest them-<-tho* Baldwin-«*»but I spare him 
For Carlos' sake; thou art no son of his. 
There needs not this to endear thee. more to me. 

[Emhace. 
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Car. My Villeroy, the fatherless, t)ie widow. 
Are terms not understood within these gates— ^- 
You must forgive him ; sir, he thinks this woman 

Is Biron's fate, that hufried him to death 

I must not think on*t, lest my friendsliip stagger. 
My friend's, my sister*s mutuail advantage 
Hare retondIM my bosom to its task. 

ViL Advantage I think not I intend to raise 
An interest from Isabella's wrongs. 
Vour father may have interested ends 
In her undoing ; but my heart has none : 
Her happiness must be my interest, 
And that I would restore. 

Car. Why so I mean. 
These hardships that my father lays upon her, 
I'm sorry for; and wish I could prevent j 
But he will have his way. 

feince there's no hope from her prosperity, her 
change of fortune may alter the cdndition of her 
thoughts, and make for you. 

FiL She is above her fortunt. 

Car. Try her again. Women commonly love ac- 
cording to the circumstances they are in. 

Fil. Common women may. 

** Car. Since you are not accessary to the injustice, 
** you may be persuaded to take the advantage of 
•* other people's crimes." 

** yU. I must despise all those advantageS| 
'* That indire6lly can advance my love." 
No, though I livebut in thehope;s.ofher| . ' 
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And languish for th* eiyoyineiit of tbose iivfes ; 

I'd rather pine in a consuming want 

Of what I wishy than hava the blessing vamtp 

From any reason but cociiaotiag love. 

Oh I let mc never have k to reiBembcr» 

I could betray her coldly to covi^ly : 

When a clear gen'rous choice bestows her on «ie» 

I know to value the unequaU'd gift : 

I would not have it, but to value it. 

Car, Take your own way ; renember what I of- 
fered came from a friend. 

^il, I understand it so. I'll serve her for herself, 
without the thought of a reward. [£xi(. 

Car, Agree that point between you* If you marry 
her any way, you do my business. 
I know him-*- What his generous soul intends 

Ripens my plots I'll first to Isabella,——— 

I must keep up appearances with her too. [^ExU. 



SCENE II. 



Isabella'5 House, Enter Isabella and Nuru: 
IsABELLA'i iittie Son aJtplay upon tAe Floor. 

1ml, Sooner, or later, all things^pass away. 
And are no more. The beggar and the king. 
With equal steps, tread forward to their end : 
The reconciling grave swallows d^ia^Uon first, tfiat 

made us foes, 
<< Though they apfear<of diftrent natuxea oov^ 
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" They meet at last i»' 
Theu all alike lie down b peace together. 
When will that hour of peace arrive for me ^ 
In hcav'n I shall find it— —not in heav'n^ 
If my old tyrant father can dispose 
Of things above-<-*but, there, his interett 
May be as poor as mioey and want a friend 
iVs much as I do here. V^^ping* 

JVurse. Good niadamy be camfortod. 
Isa. Do I deserve to be this outcaat wretch ; 
Abandoned thus* and lost i But 'tis my lot. 
The will of Heav'n» and I must not complain : 
I will not for myself: let me bear all 
The violence of your wrath; but spare my child : 
Let not my sins be visited on him : 
They are; they must; a general ruia falls 
On every thing about me : thou art lost. 
Poor nurse, by being near me. 
Nurse, I can work, or-bcg, to do yoo tervice. 
Isa. Could I forget 
What I have been, I might the better bear 
What I am destia'd to : I'm not the first 
That have been wretched : but to thbik how much 
I have been luq>pier I— Wild hurrying thoughts 
Start every way Arom my distra^ed soul. 
To find out hope, and only meet despair. 
What answer have I) 

Enter Sampson* 
Samp. Why truly, very little to the purpose ; like a 



Jew as he is, he says yoa have had more already than 
the jewels are worth: he wishes you would rather 
think of redeeming 'eta, than etpeft any more mo- 
ney iipon 'em. [£xx/ Sampson* 

Isa, 'Tis very well 
So : — Poverty at home, and debts abroad ! 
My present fortune bad ; my hopes yet worse I 
What will become of me ? 
This ring is all I have left of value now : 
»Twas given me by my husband : his first gift 
Upon our marriage : IVe always kept it. 
With my best care, the treasure next my life: 
And now but part with it to support life. 
Which qnly can be dearer. Take it. Nurse, 
•Twill stop the cries of hunger for a time ; 
<* Provide us bread, and bring a short reprieve, 
** To put off the bad day of beggary, 
" That will come on too soon." Take care of it t 
Manage it as the last remaining friend 
That would relieve us. [Exit Nurse,'\ Heav'n can only 

tell 
Where we shall find another-— My dear boy 1 
The labour of his birth was lighter to me 
Than of my fondness now ; my fears for him 
Are more, than in that hour of hovering death. 
They could be for myself-^— He minds me not. 
His little sports have taken up his thoughts : 
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine. 
Thinking will make me mad : why must I think^ 
•When no thought brings me comforts 
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NurH, Oh» toaduQ I you are utterly nii&M and un- 
done ; your creditors of all kinds are come in upon 
you: they have mustered up a regiment of rogues, 
that are come to founder your hoittey and seiee upon 
all you have in the world j they are below* What 
will you do, madam i 

Jsa. Do 1 nothing i no, for I am bom to suffer. 

EnUr Carlos to ha-* 

Car. Oh, sister I can I call you by that namey 
And be the son of this inhuman man» 
Inveterate to your niin I Do not think 

I am a-kin to his barbarity : 
I must abhor my father*s usage of you ; 
And from my bleeding honest heart must pity. 
Pity your lost condition. Can you think 
Of any way that I may serve you in } 
But what enrages most my sense of grief. 
My sorrow for your wrongs, is, that my father. 
Fore-knowing well the storm that was to fall, 
Has ordcrM me not to appear for you. 

/sa. I thank your pity ; my poor husband fell 
For disobeying him, do not you stay 
To venture his displeasure too for me. 

Car, You must resolve on somethtng^^ [Exit, 

Jsa. Let my fate 
Determine for me ; I shall be preparM, 
The worst that can befall me, is to die : {A noise. 
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<< When once it comes to that, it matters not 

** Which way 'tis brought about : whether I starve, 

<< Or hang, or drown, the end is stQl the same ; 

** Plagues, poison, famine, are but several names 

*^ Of the same tiling, and all conclude in death. 

*^ -^But sudden death I Oh, for a sudden death, 

** To cheat my persecutors of their hopes, 

** Th' expedled pleasure of beholding me 

** Long in my pains, ling*ring in misery. 

** It will not be, that is deny'd me too." 

Hark, they are coming; let the torrent roar: 

It can but overwhelm me i^ its fall ; 

And life and death are now alike to me. 

[£xeiMty the Nurse leading the CkUi. 



SCENE III. 

Opens^ and skews Carlos and Villeroy with the 

Officers. 



Vil. No farther violence- 



The debt in all is but four thousand crowns : 
Were it ten times the sum, I think you know 
My fortune very well can answer it. 
You have my word for this : I'll sec you paid. 

Off, That's as much as we can desire : so we have 
the money, no matter whence it comes. 

yil. To-morrow you shall have it. 

Car. Thus far all's well 



u.-' 



\ 
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Enter Isabella^ ond Nwrst witA tie Child* 

And now my sister comes to crown the work. [Aside, 
Isa. Where are the raving blood- hounds, that pursue 
In a full cry, gaping to swallow me ? 
I meet your rage, and come to be devoured : 
Say» which way are you to dispose of me ? 
To dungeons, darkness, death 1 
Car. Have patience. 
Jsa. Patience! 

Ojf, You'll excuse us, we are but in our office : 
Debts must be paid. 

/sa. My death will pay you all. [DistraSedly. 

Off, While there is law to be had, people will have 
their own, 
. Vil, 'Tis very flt they should; but pray be gone. 
To-morrow certainly [Exeunt Officers. 

Isa, What of to-morrow? 
*< Am I then the sport, 

<< The game of fortune, and her laughing fools I 
** The common speflacle, to be expos'd 
<< From day to day, and baited for the mirth 
<« Of the lewd rabble ?»' Must I be reserv*d 
For fresh afflictions ? 

Vil, For long happiness 
Of life, I hope. 

isa. There is no hope for me. 
The load grows light, when we resolve to bear i 
I'm ready for my trial.- 
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Car, Piliybecalm, 
And know your fficnds. 

/ftt. My fikndsl Hate I a frimd f 

CtLT^ A fiutliliil fineod ; in yoar extrcnicat need. 
Villcroy came in to lave yot w ■■* 

isa. Save mel How r 

Car. By sttisfyiog all your creditors. 

ha. Wliichwayf For what r 

Vil. Let me be understood. 
And then condemn me : you have given mc leave « 
To be your frieadi ixA in that only iMine 
I now appear before you. • I could wish 
Thciv had been no occasioa oft Iriend, 
Because I kftow yoo haie to be obliged; 
And still more loth to be obligM by me. 

ha, 'TWai that I wOaM arvoid-^^ [Aside. 

ViL I*niKi0Bt unhappy that my Mrvieea 
Can be suspe6ted to design upon you ; 
I have no farther ends than to redeem you 
From fortune*! wroiig»; to thew myself at last. 
What I have loag professM ro be, your friend : 
Allow me dial i and to cowviace yon more. 
That I iatend oaly yoi»r interest. 
Forgive what I have done, and in amends 
(If that can make you any, that can please you) 
I'll tear myself for ever from my hopes, 
Stifle this flaming passion *th ray soul, 
** That Imh wo Jonf broke cm to tronb!e you,** 
And mention my unlucky love nv more* ^ 
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Isa. Thif generosity wA\ rum me. [Aitde. 

VU. Nay, if the blessing of my loc^ng on you 
Disturbs your peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away, and never see yon mofV. 

Car* You must sot go. 

ViL Could Isabella spedc 
Tli9se few siioit words, i slicttkl be nyoted here^ 
And never move but upon her commands. 

Car, Speak to him, sister ; do not throw away 
A fortoae tkat invites you to be happy. 
In your extfeoKty he b^s your love ; 
And haadeMw'd it nobly* ThiiA upon 
Your lost condition,, helpleso and atone* 
Tho' now you have a friend, the lamt nosf come 
That you will want one % \aak you may secure 
To be a frie«d> a fother, hualnnd to you. 

Ao. A hmbandf 

Car^ You have dischaigM yout duty to the dead. 
And to the living ; *tis a wilfulness 
Net to ^ve way to your nec c ss fti eg, 
That force you to thTS" marrntge* 

Mir. What must become of this- poor innocence r 

\To the ChtUL 

Car, He wants a fither to proteiA hfs youth. 
And scar him op to vvtuer yotc most bear 
Tbe foCDve bhmie, and answer fo Che worltf. 
When yoo scisae the easy hentst means 
Of taking care of foot. 

" Mkr, Of hriB and! mr, 
** Aaderay one that xmrsf dfepcnd upon you : 

D 
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** Unless you please now to provide for us^ 
** We must all perish." 

Car. Nor would I press you<^-^ 

Isa* Do not. think I need 
Your reasons, to confirm my .gratitude ; 
I have a soul that*s truly sensible 
Of your great worth, and busy to contrive, [7h Vil* 
If possible, to make you a return. 

ViL Oh 1 easily possible t 

Isa. It cannot be your way : my pleasures are 
Bury*d, and cold in my dead husband's grave ; 
And I should wrong the truth, myself and you^ 
To say that I can ever love again. 
I owe this declaration to myself: 
But as a proof that I owe all to you. 
If after what I have said, you can resolve 
To think me worth your love — Where am I going ? 
You cannot think it ; 'tis impossible. 

yn. Impossible I 

Isa. You should not ask me now, nor should I graot; 
I am so much obligM, that to consent 
Wou'd want a name to recommend the gift : 
'Twou'd shew me poor, indebted, and compell*dy 
Designing, mercenary ; and I know 
You would not wish to think I could be bought* 

Fii. Be bought 1 where is the pric^ that can pretend 
To bargain for you } Not in fortune's power« 
The joys of heav'n and love must be bestow'd ; 
They are not to be sold, and cannot be deserv'd, 

dsa. Some other time I'll hear you on this sul]g^.> 
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VU. Nay, then there is no time fit for me* 

[FoUomng her^ 
Since you consent to hear me, hear me now ; 
That yoil may grant : you are above 
The little forms which circumscribe your sex i 
We differ but in time, let that be mine. 

ha. You think fit 
To get the better of me, and you ^all ; 
Since you will have it so— -—I will be yours*. 

VU, I take you at your word. 

Isa. I give you all 
My hand ; and would I had a heart to give : 
' But if it ever can return again, 
•Tis wholly yours. 

ViL Oh, ecstasy of joy 1 
Leave that to me. If all my services, 
'* If prosperous days, and kind indulging nights;** 
If all that man can fondly say or do, 
Can beget love, love shall be born again. 
Oh, Carlos 1 now my friend, and brother too : 
And, Nurse, I have eternal thanks for thee. 
Send for the priest—— [Nurst goes <mt in Asstt,^ 

This night you must be mine. 
Let me command in this, and all my life 
Shall be devoted to you. 

Jsa, On your word. 
Never to pi%ss me to put off these weeds. 
Which best become my melancholy thoughts^ 
You shall command me. 

f^il. Witness, Heaven andearth 
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Against my soul, when I do any thing 
To give you a disquiet. 

Car. I long to wish you joy* 

FiL YouMl be a witness of my happinest t 

Car. For once I'll be roy sister*s iaibtr. 
And give her to you, 

yil. Next, my Isabella, 
Be near my heart: I am for ever yours* IMMomf. 



JCTIII. SCENE t. 

Count Baldwin*! House, Enter Count Baldwin and 

Carlos. 

Count Balihtm. 
Mi^tRiBD to ViUeroy^ say^st thou \ 

Car. Yes, my lord. 
Last night the priest performed his holy office^ 
And made 'em one. 

C. Bald, Misfortune join *em 1 
kAnd may her violated vows pull down 
A lasting curse, a constancy of sorrow 
On both their heads-— <' I have not yet forgot 
<< Thy slighted passion, the refus*d alliance ; 
*^ But having her, we are reveng*d at full. 
<< Heav'n will pursue her still, and Villeroy 
*^ Sliare the judgmcats she calls down." 

Car. Soon he'll hate her ; 
Tho' warm and violent in his raptures bow ; 
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When full enjoyment palls his sickcn'd sense, 

And reason with satiety returns, 

Her cold constrain'd acceptance of his hand 

Will gall his pride, which (tho'of late o'erpower'd 

By stronger passions) will, as they grow weak. 

Rise in full force, and pour its vengeance on her. 

C. BM. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid 5 
Let Biron's disobedience, and the curse ' 

He took into his bosom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm and unshaken. 

Car. May those rankling wounds 
Which Biron's disobedience gave my father, 

Be heard by me. 

C. Bald, With tears I thank thee, Carlos— 
■And may'st thou ever feel those inward joys, 
Thy duty gives thy father— but, my son. 
We must not let resentment choke our justice; 
'Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim 
From me, in right of Isabella— Biron, 
(Whose name brings tears) when wedded to this wo- 

manj 
By me abandon'd, sunk the little, fortune 
His uncle left, in vanity and fondness : 
I am possest of those your brother's papers. 
Which now are Villeroy's, and should aught remain. 
In justice it is his ; from me to him 

You shall convey them follow me, and take 'em. 

[Exit C. Baldwin. 

Car. Yes, I will take 'em ; but ere I part with 'emi 

Diij 
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I will b(e sure my mterest wiU not uiffsr 
By these his high, refin'd, fantastic notions 
Of equity and right^^What a paradox 
Is man 1 My father hcrci who boasts bis honour. 
And even but now was warm in praise of justice* 
Can steel his beart against the widow's tears* 
And infantas wants ; the widow and the inhuH 
Of Biron ; of his son* his fav-rite son. 
*ris ever thus weak minds* who court opinion* 
And dead to virtuous feeling* hide their wants 
In pompous affectation— Now to VUleroyw. 
Ere this his frienda* for he is much beWv'd* 
Crowd tp his house* and with their nuptial aon^a 
Awake the wedded pair : I'll join the throng, 
And in my face* at least* boar joy and friendship. 

SCENE It. 

JBdt in ViLLB&o Y'« House^ A Band of Mtukp wiiJk 
ike Friends of ViLLEKOY. 

Enter a Servant* 

1 Ft. Where's your master* mygpod friend} 

Ser, Within, sir* 
Preparing for the welcome of his friends. 

1 Ft. Acquaint him we are hare : yet stay. 
The voice of music gently shall surprise him* 
And breathe Ottrsalautioos to his car. 
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Strike up the ttriia to Viller0]r's hapimieas 
To IsabelU'^T-But he's here already. 

EmUf ViLLB&OY* 

ViL My firiend^ let me embrace you : 
Wekome ri i" ■ « 
What ffleaos this prefuurstioii \ [&<">^ <^^ JMbtV. 

I Fr. A dight tokea 

Of our best wishes for your growing hap^anes t 

You must permit ovr frlend^p**-**-* 

ViL You o)>lige me- 

1 Fr. But your lovely bnde» 
That wonder of her sexi she must appear, 
And add new brightness to this happy morfimg« 

Ft/. She is not yet prepared ; and let her wiU^ 
'My worthiest fiiendy determine her behaviour ; 
To win, and not to force her disposition, 
•Has been my seven year's task. She wttl anon 
Speak welcome to you alU The music stays* 

[Villeroy oni Am FrieitdsstAi ikemsthmm 

IPlTHAlAMiUM. 

AXE. 

tVoKkuu Let aU, let aH be gay. 
Begin the capt Votis lay ; 
Let mirth, let mirth and joy, 
Each happy hoar employ 
Of thiSf fair bridal day. 
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Man. Ve tovc-wing'd houra^ your flighty 
Your downy flight prqKtre, 
Bring ev'ry soft delimit 
To sooth the' brave and fair. 
Haily happy pair, thus in each other blest; 
Be ever free from care, of ev'ry joy possess'd f 
^ V3. I thank you for the proof of your a&^on : ' 
I am so much transported with the thoughts 
Of what I am» I know not what I do. 
My Isabella I — but possessing her^ 
Who would not lose himself? — You'll pardon me-^ 
Oh 1 there was nothing wanting to Aiy soul^ 
But the kind wishes of my loving friends — 
<< Butt>ur collation waits i*' wher6*s Carlos now I 
Methinks I am but half myself without him. 

2 Fr. This is wonderful I Married a night and H 
day, and yet in raptures. 

yU. Oh I when you all get wives^ and such as tnin^Py 
(If such another woman can be found) 
Ydu will rave toO) dote on the dear content. 
And prattle in their praise out of all bounds. 
<< I cannot speak my bliss 1 ^Tis in i% head, 
** Tisin my heart, and takes up all my soul—* 
•< The labour of my fancy. You'll pardon me ; 
" About some twelve months hence I may begin 
<< To speak plain sense-^Walk in and honour me.** 

Entar Isabella. 
My Isabella 1 Ob, the joy of my hearty 



JSJiL THE PATAL MAft&IAGE. 37 

That I have leave at last to cull yoa mine 1 
<< When I gm up that title to the charma 
** Of any other .mish, be nothing mine t'* 
But let me look upon you, view you wclK 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed I 
I durst not ask, but it was kind to grant. 
Just at this time t dispensing with your drtat 
Upon this second day to greet our friends* 

,/i*. fikck might be ominous ; 
I would not bring ill luck aldng with me« 

yiL OhI if your melancholy thoughts could change 
With shifting of your dress— Time has doae cures 
Incredible this wavt ^nd may again* 
, /». I could have wish'd, if you had thought it fit^ 
Our nu^riage had oot been so public* 

P'il, Do not you grudge me my excess of love ; 
That, was a cause it could not be conceal'da 
Besides, 'twould injure the opinion 
I have of my good fortune, having you; 
And lessen it in other peoples' thoughts, 
** Busy on such occasions to enquire, 
<* Had it been private.** 

Jsa* I have no more to say* 

Enter Carlos. 

/^i/. My Carlos top, who came in to the support 
Of our bad fortune, has an honest right. 
In better times, to share the good with us* 

Can I come to claim that rightj to share your joy } 
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To wish you joy ; and find it in myself; 
*^ For a friend'9 happiness refle£ls a warmth, 
** A kindly comfort, into every heart 
** That is not envious. 

FiL ** He must be a friend » 
** Who is not envious of a happiness " 
*< So absolute as mine ; but if you are 
<< (As I have reason to believe you are) 
<< Concern*d for my well-being, there's the cause ; 
*^ Thank her for what I am, and what must be.'* 

[Music fiourisk* 
I see you mean a second entertainment. 
My dearest Isabella, you must hear 
The raptures of my friends ; from.thee they spring ; 
Thy virtues have diiitis'd themselves around, 
And made them all as happy as myself. 

ha, I feel their favours with a grateful heart. 
And willingly comply. 

RECITATiri* 

Take the gifts the gods intend ye ; 

Grateful meet the proflfer'd joy : 
Truth and honour shall attend ye ; ' 

Charms that ne*er can change or cloy. 

ntJETTO. 

Mitn, Oh, the raptures of possessing. 

Taking beauty to thy arms 1 
Woman, Oh the joy, the lasting blessing. 

When with virtue'beauty charms! 
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Man* Purer flames shall gently warm ye ; 
Woman. Love and honour both shall charm thee* 
Boi/k* Oh the ra{»tures of^ &c, &c* 

CHORUS. 

. Far from hence be care and strife. 
Far the pang that tortures life : 
May the circling minutes prove 
. One sweet round of peace and love I 
. Car, *Tis fine, indeed I 
You'll take my advice another time, sister* 
. JF^j/. What have you done ? A rising smile 
Stole from her thoughts, just red*ning on her cheek. 
And you have dash'd it. 

Car. I'm sorry for*t. 
' Vii. My friends, you will forgive me, when I own, 
I must prefer her peace to all the world. 
Come, Isabella, let us lead the way : 
Within we'll speak our welcome to our friends, 

And crown the happy festival with joy. [Exeunt 

— ■ . ■ ■ ■ - . -■■, .1 . ... ■■ .■■ 

» 

SCENE III. 



A Room, Enter Sampson and Nurse, 
Samp. Ayj* marry, nurse, here's a master indeed I 
He'll double out* Wages for ust If becomes on as 
fast with my lady, as he does with his servants, w6 
are all in the way to be well pleased. 
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Nurse, Hq^s in. a lan hntwwir;: if ske ben as g«od 

a one- 

Samp. If she be, aursyyi we aiaf C|?«n say, Hiey have 
begot it upon one another. 

Nurse. Well ; why don^ yott go back again to your 
old count } You bought yont duvat tmt, I warrant 
you, to be turn'd out of a noblcmaa.*a aenricb 

Samp, For the fotarc, I wiU ocwr levte iaa house 
where the raaoter os imstvess of it Kc iiqgtt $ tftey are 
out of humour with every body whea they aie not 
pleased theiascives. Ham, this. miMximomp aontet 
everything go wdL Theve^mirtb and noaey stir- 
ring about when ihosQ aaatiers. got aa they dkaaki dv. 

Nurse, Indeed^ this matrimoayy Siaipa a a - < 

Samp, Ah, nurse! this matximBoy ia a vciy gvod 
thing*— ^^kuty wlntty. ram my kdy i% naniedr I bape 
we shall have coaipaaiy come ta the houae: thtiw^a 
something always eommg from one gmtlrmaw oc 
other upon tboae occasions^ if my lady I^eacttOb- 
pany* This feasting look^weU^ Nune. 

Nurse, Odso^ my master V wemust net be 9ee»* 

[_ExettHt. 

Enter Vxlleroy anik a tetter, and Isabella. 

Vil, I nMi^tawajrtlm mQai<5>t<-«e biaUtttr, 
Sign.'d by himself: * alas I he could oa moce i 
My brother's dssj^erate, and canoot dk 
lQ.peacfi>. but io: «iy arjtna« 

Isa. So suddenly 1 

VU. Suddenly taken, on the road to Brussels, 
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To do us ImaouVi Ifnr«^ nafQV^Bftlel 

Thus to be torn from thAff| wd aU tAioAC dtams, 
Tho' cold to iQtt and dnd. 

ha. Vm sorry f<9? the caitft-^ 

Ft/. Oh 1 could I think, 
Could I persuade v^elf tila*y«uvcoKsrn 
For me, or for my ikb^]>oe» wciie the spring. 
The foHH^iritft ^ tilMSA QMlAOClMly t^MMglltS, 

My heart would dftiic«, spbo of tfbe sad occaaiott, 
And be a ga^ oomp^ftwn » noy journ^; 
But 

My good Carlos, why ha«re you hft «y IH«Mi» ? 

Gir. They; ate departed home* 
They saw some sudden m^neholy nows 
Had stolen: tWs lively cokmr &om your chee li 
You liad wi^hdieawDv the bridv^ alaraa^d, had fol- 
low 'd:. 
Mere* ceieejttoay bad been constraint; and this 

Q9od-.92^^'<l. rud#«ftis-r.-m,^ 

ViL Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos,. \». \i^ 42a«iMk \Qifm tAeiktHr. 

Car. ViiM^y^ 9fii^depLl 
Th' Archb'^^. %C MM99^ ymut vwtky^ favojthn<M. 
With him tch^igh^l S^l»r,> wU yttft peffioit'il j^ 

f^tV. It musAbe.ao. 

Isa. X^|Mari^9K>MlMaft« 

l!(«C Oh, that it must I 

Car-.. Ta Leave your bride sa soon- 1^ 

E 
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ViL But having the possession of my lorei 
I amihe better able to support 
My absence, in the hopes of my return. 

Car, Your stay will be but short ? 

Ft/. It will seem long ! 
The longer that my Isat>ella sighs : 
I shall b< jealous of this rival, grief, 
'< That you indulge and foodie in my absence.*^ 
It takes so full possession of thy heart. 
There is not room enough for mighty love. 

« 

Enter Servant ^ and hows* 

My horses wait : farewell, my love ! You, Carlos, 
Will a£t a brother's part, 'till I return. 
And be the guardian here. All, all I have 
That's dear to me, I give up to your care. 

Car, And I receive her as a friend and brother* 
, Ft/. Nay, stir not, love I for the night air is cold. 
And the dews fall — Here be our end of parting ; 
Carlos will see me to my horse. [Exit with Carlos. 

ha. Oh, may thy brother better all thy hopes I 
Adieu. 
<* A sudden melancholy bakes my blood I 
** Forgive me, Villeroy I do not find 

*« That cheerful gratitude thy service asks : 
*' Yet, if I know my heart, and sure I do, 
<< 'Tis not averse from honest obligation. 
<< I'll to my chamber, and to bed ; my mind, 
** My harass'd mind, is weary." [Exit4 
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ACT IV. SCENE /. 



Tke Street. Enter BiRON and BelforDi just arrived. 

Biron. 
The longest day will have an end ; we are got home 
at last. 

BeL We have got oiir legs at liberty | and liberty 
is home wherever we go ; though mine lies most in 
England. 

Bir. Pray let me call this yours : for what I can 
command in Brussels, you shall find your own. I 
have a father here, whO| perhaps, after seven years 
absence, and costing him nothing in my travels, may 
be glad to see me. You know my story— ——Hoir 
4oes my disguise become me ) 

BeL Just as you would have it j 'tis natural) and 
will conceal you. 

Bir. To-morrow you shall be sure to find me here, 
as early as you please. This is the house, you have 
observed the street. 

BeL I warrant you ; I ha'n't many visits to make 
before I come to you. 

Bir. To*night I have some afiairs that will oblige 
sat to be in private. 

BeL A good bed is the privatest affair that I desire 
to be engaged in to-night; your directions will carry 
to my lodgings. . [Exit. 

Bin Goodnight) my friend. {KtucAs. 

Eij 
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The long.expe£led moment is arriv'd I 
And if all here is weii, my patt sorrows 
Will only heighten my einress T)f Jtjy 5 
And nothing will remain to wish or hope for I 

{^Knocks again. 

Enter SAMPf on. 

Samp, Who's there ? What would you have \ 

Sdr* I« your kdy at home, friend f 
. Smmp. Whyi truly^ friend^ it is my employfkiciif f« 
answer impertinent questions: but for my Itkly*^ 
Mnf at home^ or no^ thiit's Just as my lady pleasfts. 

Bir* But how shall I know whether it pleases her 
.«riio } 

Aaapt Why, if youll take my word for it, you mkf 
carry your errand iiack agaUi; she never pleases t6 
see any body at this tiHie of night that she doe* A^ 
know) and by your dress iMkd appearance i aid lure 
you must be a stranger to her. 
. Bir. But I have btiiin^ss $ and you don't kttow 
how that may please lier. 

Samp. Nay, if you have business, she is the btst 
judge whether your bu^intsl will please her er no ; 
therefote I will proceed in my office, and know ^ 
my lady whether or no she is pleas'd to be at hotne, 
or nO " [^o«^« 

Entir Nuru, 

Nurse. Who's that you are so. busy Withal ? M«- 
tluuks you might havo found out nn anststr in firwer 
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wprds ; buty Sampsoiiy you love to hear yoiirself 
prate sometimes, as well as your betters, that I must 
say for you. Let me come to hini. Who would you 
speak with, stranger ? 

Bir, With you, mistress^ if you could help me to 
speak to your lady . 

Nurse. Yes, sir, I can help you in a civil way : but 
can nobody do your business but my lady ? 

Bir, Not so well ; but if you carry her this ring, 
sheUl know my business better. 

Nurse, There's no love-letter in it, I hope ; you 

look like a civil gentleman. In an honest way, I may 

J>nng you an answer. [£xiu 

Bir. My old nurse, only a little older I " They say 

<' the tongue grows always : mercy on me I then hers 

** is seven years longer since I left her.'* Yet there^s 

something in these servants' folly pleases me ; the 

cautious conduct of the family appears, and speaks in 

their impertinence. Well, mistress* 

Nurse returns. 

Nurse, I have delivcr'd your ring, sir! pray Heav'n 
you bring no bad news along with you. 
, Bir, Qiiite contrary, I hope. ' 

Nurse, Nay, I hope so too ; but my lady was very 
much surprised when I gave it her. Sir, I am but a 
servant, as a body may say; but if you'll walk in, 
that I may shut the doors, for we keep very orderly 
^urSy I can show you into the parlour, and help 

£ uj 
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you to tn aaswer, perhaps as aooci «s illMe that kft 
•wiser* \^Exii» 

Bir. Vl\ follow yon > ■> ■ ><■■ 
Now all my spirits hurry to my hetrty 
And every sense has taken ilw alarm 
At this approaching interview 1 
Htfav*iis I how I tremble I [Etnt Mo tke ktkse, 

SCENE 11. 

A Chamber. EnUr IsABSLtA. 

/itf . I've heard of witches, magic speUs, and channs* 
That have made nature staft from her otd course : 
The sun has been eciips'd, the moon drawn down 
From her career, still paler, and subdu'd 
To the abuses of this under world 1 
JSow I believe all possible. This ring, . 
This little ring, with necromantic force. 
Has rais'd the ghost of pleasure to my fears : 
ConjurM the sense <rf hoAOftr, and of love, 
Into such shapes, they fright me froni myself I 
I dare not think of the m" ' '* 
<< I'll call you when I want you." [Strvam gmwt* 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Madaiu, the gentknnn's below« 

ii». I had SoTQO^, pray let xne speak wkh hinl. 

{Em Nitrsi, 
This ring was the first present of my love 
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To Biron^ my first hiisbcnd % I tniMt feliiA 
To think I have a second. 'Biron dy'd 
(StilUo my loaa) at Caildy i ther«*9 l«y Ho|<«. 
Oh, do I live to hdptf that he dyd thttt t 
It must be so : he*s dead, and lh)s Afig left 
Vy his Itfst breathy fo tome fcaoWli faithfdl friend. 
To briog me back again ; 

[diron kmdked^Ihrse tOiteK 
That's lall I haV« ia trust li " i* " >i t 
My fears vftr^ woffliiti'^^^-^I htvk tiewM him all : 
And let itic^ kt me say it to myself, 
I live again, und t\9t but frcrrft hil ffMhB^ 

Bir. Haira yotf fatg^ iM qtiif<^ ) 

Jsa* Forgot you I 

Bar. TtadA lareMU lliiy ^^ttd, tod Af it&%tot» 
tunes. 
My Isabella I 

[He goes IdM&t shi ikrMt, tthd/dUsiH a sttfWil. 

M. Ha 1 

Bir, Oh I '£ome again : 
Thy Biron summons tfiee fo life Aftd I6tre; 
*' Once I had charms to wake thee :" 
Thy trtttt hnr'd, «vef -Idirhig honbafid cA\\ 
Thy Biron speaks ifi thee. 

/m. Mv husband ( Bii^tfr 

JKy. Excess bf love and joy, fdi' itiy fefum. 
Has overpot^er *'d h€t — ^I ^U fo bfame 
To take thy set's softne^ vniffep^r^d : 
But sinking thus, tlm dying in hly artt!t. 
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This ecstasy has made my welcome more 
Than words CQuld say : words may be counterfdt, 
False-coin'd, and current only from thetongue. 
Without the mind ; but fiassion's in the soul. 
And always speaks the heart. 

Ism. Where have I been? Why do you keep him 
from me ? ' .3 

I know his voice : my life upon the wing. 
Hears the soft lure that brings me back agaia ; 
'Tis he himself, my Biron, the dear man I . ^ 

My true-lov*d husband I Do I hold you &st. 
Never to part again i ** Can I believe it ) 
** Nothing but you could work so great a change, 
*< There's more than life itself in dying here.** 
If I must faU, death's welcome in these arms. 

£tr. Live ever in these arms. 

Isa, But pardon me, 

Excuse the wi^ld disorder of my soul : 

• • • 

The joy, the strange surprising joy of seeing you. 
Of seeing you again, distradted me ■ ■ « 

Bir. Thou everlasting goodness 1 

Isa, Answer me: 
What hand oif Providence has brought you back 
To your own home again i O, satisfy 
Th' impatience of my heart : I long to know 
The story. of your sufierings. '< You would think 
*• Your pleasures sufferings, so long remov'd 

* From Isabella's love." But tell me all. 
For every thoi,ight confounds me. 
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£ir. My bett iiFet at l<i^f%> tt)l. 

/ffl. Wc thought ycm <k«d^ kUl^fi A^ thtt tt^gU trff 
Candy. 

Bir. There! fell among the deadf 

But hopes oMife reviving from my weitAdt^ 

I was prcserv'd bat to be made a felave t 

I often writ to my hand father^ but never had 

An answers I writ to thee too ■ «■ 

Jsa, What a world of wo ' 

Had beea ^vented but in hearing ftom ^mk 1 

Sir. Alas t thou could'st not help me. 

Isa, You do^not know how miich I co^d ha' dint ; 

At least, I'm mirt I codld have iiafier^d all : 

I would have sold myaelf to cldvtryy 

Without redemption ; giv'n vip itiy child , 

The dearest fart of me^ t# bat est wante *^ " < 

Bit. My little boy I 

. /m. My lifei but to have: kektd 

You were alive—which now too late I fifkd* [Andi, 

Bir. N« more^ my loV«^ com|^tal«itif of th« |^f| 

We lose the pr^CMt jbfk *Ti» OV«f pYiti 

Of all my jlant^ that thai wt tattt agdift'*^'^ 

I have-a thousiild things to lay w thai ^' '■ " ■ 

Isa. Wou*d 1 wera past th« hcaHiig. liisiA. 

Bir. Hbw does my child^ Ay boy^ khy father, WO } 

I hear he's living stUh 

/m. Well bdfhy both well } 

And.ftlay ha prov^ a fath^f to youf h^^. 

Though we have found hilft tt^tm^ 

. Sir* Coma^ no more tears. 
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Isa. Seven long years of sorrow for your loss, 
Have mournM with mc' — 

Bit. And all my days behind j 

Shall be employ'd in a kind rccompcnce 
For thy affliftions.— Can't I see my boy ? 

ha. He's gone to bed : I'll have him brought to you. 

Bir. To-morrow I shall see him ; I want rest 
Myself, after this weary pilgrimage. 

Isa, Alas 1 what shall I get for you ? 

Bir. Nothing but rest, my love I To ni^t t wouM 
not 
fie khown, if possible, to your family : 
I see my Nurse is with you ; her welcome 
Wou'd be tedious at this time ; 
To-morrow will do better. 

Isa, I'll dispose of her, and order every thing 
As you wou'd have it, [Exit, 

Bir, Grant me but life, good Heav'n^ and give the 
means, 
Tp ipake this wondrous goodness souie amoids: 
And let me then forget her, if I can I 
O I she deserves of me much more> than I ' 

Can lose for her, though I again cou*d venture 
A father, and his fortune, for her love I 
You wretched fathers, blind as fortune all I 
Not to perceive that such a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portipiis you provide youi' sons: 
What is your triishit what all your heaps of gold, 
Compar'd to this^ iny h^art^felt happiness) 

. . [Bmsts into tears. 
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What hasfbhc, ift my absejiGe, uhd«rgoni!? ^ * J 
I must not think of that ; it drives me- back 
Upon myself, the fatal cause of all. 

Isabella returns* 

Isa, I have obey'd your pleasure ; " . 

Every thing is ready for you. 

Sir. I can want nothing here; possessing thee^ 
All my desires are carry'd to their atm 
Of happiness; there's no room for a wish, 
But to continue still this blessing to me : 
I know the way, my love, •« I »haH sleep sound." 

Isa. Shall. I attend you } 

Bir. By no means ; ^ 

I've^been so long a slave toothers pride. 
To learn, at least, to wait upon myself; * 

YouMl make haste after . {Goesin.^ 

Isa* 1*11 but say my prayers, and follow you— " 
My prayers I no, I must never pray again. 
Prayers have their blessings to reward our hopes. 
But I have nothing left to hope for more. 
What Heav'n cou*d give, I have enjoy*d ; but now 
The baneful planet rises on my fate, 
And what^s to come, is a long line of wo^ 
Yet I may shorten it 
I promis'd him to follow— him! 
Is he without a name \ Biron, my husband. 
To follow h\m\6 be d my husband ! ha! 

What then is Villeroy ^ But yesterday 
That very bed receivM him for its^ lord, 



<< yet a waim wit«M of mf kK>kaii ¥0«t.*^ 
Ohy Biron» btdst th<p.u oojne but one day uoacf^ 
I would have foUowf d Ibea thraugU bigg««y^ 
Through all the chances of this weary life s 
Wander'd the many ways of wretchedness 
With thee, to fin^ ahaspitfble grave; 
For that's the only bed thal*s loft am acmr. [We^pag^ 
——What's \9k b^ 4oiien-i6)c ^WMthii^vuut be 
Two husbands^ yft|iQfq«(e^ B^y holll eniff^^ 
And yet a wl($ to^nfHllvK^ Hql4 n^ br^MH^'*-^ 

< This is to liy^ ii^ comip^t Vciy; lMMf% 

* Th^l wetoQiVf »U. Uiff)S meiptik m^wJM s^mA 

< My reputation 1 Oh, 'twaf ^U y^^ Wft mo I 

* The virtuous pride of an unce^iuf'di Ufii^ 
« Which the diyWug tongue^ qf Qat^h^^ wa«g% 

< And Villero^'s resent^ient^,^ ^JMT q^^^efii 

* To ^ge the throats of tb( I^l^li^nufig liahUek. 

< Thisjs th^ b.c«^ 0^ i9iha^ ^aA <;on^ ^q^^i^iwniw^ 

< Besides ol^ B^ldww's^ t^un^pb in ni^rifif^: 
« I czfmpt bfiv i^tr-w-R 
« Therefore qq mor/oiy.:" I;U.\ « lucky though^ 

Walks. Ow ri^tit. iR^, tp. cid m^ oj( '^o^ all > 
All the reproaches, iijian^es, ^ud s<;Ql;9l^ 
That every tq^gu^ ^ fingqr w.Ul ^ f^J WV-. 
Let the just horror of my a^grehension^ 
But keep me warm — r-jjyp^ma^t.qr ^hf^ qmqgppi;. 
♦Tis but a WAWrn)|ct; I will ^^ luj» fir^«m 
Have a lasjlU^kto,hqi^Uten mx4«N?3M't 
And then to rest, {^ qy^^.-rr 

21 
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Bi&ON m$eis Aert 

Bir. Des^iAt Btid rest tor evdr 1 Isabella 1 
1rhese*Wordi are far from thy c&ndition t 
And be they ever so. I heard thy voice^ 
And could not bear thy absence : come, my I6ve ( 
Vou have staid long, there*s nothing, nothing sure 
Now to despair of in sueceeding fate. 

ha, I am contented to be miserable, 
But not this way : I,'ve been too long abtisM, 
And can believe no more. 
Let me sleep on to be deceived ho niore. 

Bir, Look up, my love^ I never did deceive thee^ 
Nor never can ; believe thyself^ thy eyes 
That first inflam'd, and lit me to my love. 
Those stars, that still must guide me to my joys-« 

Isa, And me to my undoing t I look round 
And find no pkth, but leading to the grave. 

Bir. I cannot understand thee. 

«* Isa, My good friends above, 
** I thank 'em, have at last found out a way 
** To make hty fortune perfc6l ; having you 
•* I need no more ; my fate is finished here*" 

" Bir. Both our ill-fates, I hope." 

** Isa, Hope is a lying, fawning flatterer, 
«< That shews the fair side only of our fortunes, 
** To cheat us easier into our fall ; 
«* A trusted friend| who only can betray you j 
^ Never believe him more." — If marriages 

F 
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Are made in heav'n^ they should be happier « 
Why was I made thik v^ltftch r 

£ir. Hasmarijage*ma4e^lieewretch«d<) 

Isa. Miserable, beyond the retch of comfort* r 

£ir. Do I live to .hear tbtesay so^ 

7^. Why ! what did I say } 

Sir. That I have made th(3« m^«nttA«u 

Isa. No ; you are ^y only eai'tldy hafipinciss }. 
And my false tongue bely'/l my honest. heart* 

If it said otherwi&e. 

« 

Bir. And yet you said. 
Your marriage made you miseralile. j 

Isa* I know not what I said i , 

I've said too mucli, unless I could speak idL ^ ^ 

£tr. Thy words are wild; my ey^s^ my «ars^ my 
heart, 
Were all so full of thee, so much employed • 

In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it | 
Now I perceive it plain - 

Isa. You'll tell no bod y lOistr^Qedfy* 

Bir. Thou art not well, 

ha. Indeed I am not ; I knew that before ( 
But Where's the remedy f , 

Bir. Rest will relieve thy pares ? cotnr» comei no 
mores 
I'll banish sorrow from thee, 

Isa> Banish first the cause* 

Bir* Hcav'n knows how willingly, 

Isa. You are the only cause* 

Bfr' Am I th(? cause ? the caus^ of thy misfortunes? 

'4. 
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Ji^. Is ifhi5 my wcicome faoibe f Thaa?lfae rawxnd 
Of ail oiy miseries, long laboul^y panH 
And pining wants of wretched slavery. 
Which rve out-livM> only-ift hof^ of the« : 
Ami thus paid at laat .&r deathless loTe> 
And calif d the cause of thy mbforttincs mw I 
ha. Kaquitt no mon | *twiU be t3cplai«i*d too aoolL 

[file'j going 4g. 
Bir. WMl Cwitt thou leave me too ? [Heitieyt kit* 
A4..Fi^ktmeg02 
For both qur sakcs^ permit me* i. * 

Bir, Rack ne not with imaginations 
4M things iinpQe8a|)le»?— t-Tkou canst not mean 
What thou hast said — Yet something she must mean. 
jfv^Twas madaess aiU- Compose thyselfi my lovel 
The fit is past ; all may be well again : 
Let us ^ bed, 

ha. To bed I YouVe nusM the storm 
Will sever us for ever. Oh, Biron 1 
« Whi)e I have life, still I most call you minei 
*^ I know I am, and always was, unworthy 
<* To be the happy partiier of your love ; 
** And now must never, never share it more* 
M Bvt oh 1 if ever I yirasdear to you« 
*• As sometimes you* have thought me,*' on my kilees^ 
►(The last time I shall care to 'be believM) 
I beg you, beg to think me innocent, 
Clear of *ll crimes, that thtis can banish me 
From this world's comforts, in my losing you. 

Fij 
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" Bir, Where wUl this end ? 

**^ Isa. The rugged hand of fate has got between 
*' Our meeting hearts^ and thrusts them from their 

joys :" 
Since we Butst par t- ■■■■ 

Bir. Nothing shall ever part us. 

** isa. Parting's the least that is set down forme i 
^ Heav*n has dpcreed^ and we must suffer all. 

" Bir^ I know thee innocent : I know myself so: 
<' Indeed we both have been unfortunate i 
** But sure misfortunes ne'er were faults in love*** 

Jsa. Oh I there's a fatal story to be told ; 
Be deaf to that, asheav'n has been to me t 
** And vot the tongue that- shall reveal mj 
i shame:*' 

Wjien tbou shalt hear how much dioa hast bee« 

wrong'd. 
How wilt thou cursft thy fond believing heart, 
.Tear me from the warm bosom of thy love. 
And throw me like a pois'tious weed away: 
*^ Can I bear that I Bear to he curst and torn, 
*' And thrown out of thy family and.name, 
<* Like a disease V* Can I bear this from thee I 
** I never can :" No, all things have their end. 
When I am dead, forgive and p^y mc- [£xfV. 

Bir, St^y, my Isabella ^ 

What can sh^ meap } These doubtings will di&* 

tra6l me : 
^pmc hi4d?a mischief soon will burst to light ^ 
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I cannot bear, it 1 inu«t be <afttsfied««*— 

*Tis shQi my wife, must clear this darkness to ine. 

She skdU^ifthe sad tale at iaitmust come! 

SAe is my fate, and best can speak rny doom. [Exk^ 



ACl: F. SCEN£ L 



Enter ^\%ov^ Nurse filhmng kau 

1 KNOW enM|^ : th* inportmt question 
Of life or 4eatfa» fearful to be jresolv'dy 
Is clear'd to me : 1 see where it must end i 
And need eaquire iiomc»s<^Piay« let me have 
feUf ink| and paper ; I must write a-while. 

And then I'll try to rest ^to rest for ercr I 

[Exit KittH4 
.poor Isabella I now I knour the cause. 
The cause of thy distress, and cannot wonder 
That it has turn'd thy brain. If I look back 
Upon thy loss^ it will distract me too. 
Ohy any curse but this might be removed ! 
.9ut 'twsksthe nuicofous malignity 
Of all ill stars comlMn'd, of heay'iii and fate— -r- 
lioldy hold my impious tongue-*-A]as I I t%s€ : 
Why do I tax the stars^ or hear'A, or fate 2 
,They awre aUiimocent of driTiii^ us 
Into despair ; they have not urgM say doom } 

Fiij 
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My father and ray brother are my fates. 

That drive me to my ruia. They knew well 

I was alive. Too well they knew how dear 

My Isabella— rOh, my wife no more I 

How dear her love was to me — Yet they stood. 

With a malicious silent joy, stood by, 

And saw her give up all my happiness. 

The treasure of her beauty to another ; 

<< Stood by, and saw her marry *d to another:" 

Oh, cruel father 1 ^nd unnatural brother I. 

<< Shall I not tell you that you have undone me i** 

I have but to accuse you of my wrongs, 

And then to fall forgotten— *•— Sleep or death 

Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains : 

Either is welcome; but the hand of death 

Works always sure» and best can close my eyes. 

\Exit Biron. 

Enttr Nurse and Sampson. 

Nurse. Here's strange things towards, Sampsons 
what will be the end of 'em, do you think ? 

Samp, Nay, marry, Nurse, I cann*t see so far $ but 
the law, I believe, is on Biron, the first husband's 
side. 

Nurse, Yes ; no question, he has the law on his side. 

Samp, For I have heard, the law says, a woman 
must be a widow, all out seven yearS| before she can 
xn^rry again> according to law. 

Nurse. Ay» so it does ; and our lady has not been 
» widow all together ^even years. 
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Samp. Why thefl^y Nurse, maiic my wmtis, and say 
I told you so : the man must have his wife again, and 
all will do well. 

Nurse, But if our master, Villeroy, comes bade 
again 

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the first man that 
has had his wife taken from him. 

Nurse, For fear of the worst, will you go to the 
old count, desire him to come as soon as he can | there 
may be mischief, and he is able to prevent it* 

Samp, Now you say something; now I take you/ 
Nurse ; that will do well, indeed : mischief should 
bei prevented; a little thing will make a quarrel, when 
tJiere*s a woman in the way. I'll about it instantly.-^ 

lExiunt* 

■ . - I ■ ■■■ I I i r I I II .111 — 

SCENE II. 

I ■ * 

Draws^ skaof Biron asUep on a Couch. Enter 

Isabella. 

ha. Asleep so soon I Oh, happy t happy thou^ 
Who thus can sleep I I never shall sleep mo r e ■ 
If then to sleep be to be happy, he 
Who sleeps the longest, is the happiest ; 
Death is the longest sleep— Oh, have a care t 
Mischief will thrive apace. Never wake more. 

[To fiiroQ* 
If thou didst ever love thy Isabella, 

To-morrow must bedoomsday to thy peace. 



mm^Tht Sight of him disarms ev'n deaitli itself. 
.»mr^The sHrtiag tf«iiapQit.4>f.aewql|iQk'fiiiig life 
Gives just such hopes ; and pleasure grows agaia 
-Wifh kioldng on Vofi'—hfX me look my l^st-^^-r 
But is a look enough for parting lotre I 
i8are I may Isdte a kiss— -^W^ream I gwng I 
Help, help me, Villoroy UfMomKaias and seas 
'iHvide your love» never io meet my shame. 

{Tinnttf hendf upm tht Fl9or \ afier a. shprt Patm, 
thrmsis Jkratffmpm kar EUew. 
What will this'baQk of tke brain do with me i 
'This little ball, this ravaged pvovijiQe, long 
Cannot maist»iHM>The globe of «artk wants room 
And food for sudia war-*^ find I'm gonig-— *- 
Fammei plagues, and flames^ 
Wide waste and dtaolatimi , do your work 
Upon the world, and then devour yourselves. 

-^The scene shifts, fast {SAe rises.'] and now 'tis 

better with me ; 
Confti£ling passions hate at last unhingM 
The great machine I ♦he soul itself seems changed I 
Oh, 'tis a happy leyolution here I 
<<.Xhe reas'nifig faculties ave all deposM ; 
<< Judgment, and iinderstandiog, common-sense,^ 
*< Driv'n ot|t as tr?stors to the public peace* 
<< Now Vm revcng!d uipon my memoiy, • 
** Her seat dug up, where idl the knages 
.*^ Of a long mis-spent life, were rising still, 
** To glare a sad Micron of ny chaies, 
« And stab aconsQicncfi thro* '«iq 1 You ai^safe^ 
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<« You monitors of mischief I What a change ! 

« Better and better still ! This is the infont state 

* * Of innocence, before the birth of care. 

<< My thoughts are smooth as the Elysian plains, 

<< Without a rub : the drowsy falling streams 

<< Invite me to their slumbers. 

*< Would I were landed there-^** {Sinis into a Chair. 

What noise was that ? A knocking at the gate 1 

It njay be Villeroy— -No matter who. 

Bir. Come, Isabellai come* ■ 

Jsa. HarkI I'm call'd I 
^ir. .You stay too long from me. 
Isa. A man's voice 1 in my bed I How came he 
there } 
Kothtng but villany in this bad world ; \Rises, 

** Coveting nei|(hbours goods, or neighbours wives:'* 
Here's physic for your fever. 

[Draws: a dagger^ and goes backward to the couch. 
*^ Breathing a vein is the old remedy.^' 
If husbands go to heav'n. 

Where do they go that send ^m \ — ^This to try— 
[Just going to stab hsm^ he rises, she knows kim^ 
and skriihs.'] 
What do I seel 
Bin Isabella, arm'd I 
Jsa, Against my husband's life I 
<< Wlio, but the wretch, most reprobate to grace, 
** Despair e'^r hardened fqr damnation, 
♦? Cguld think of such a deed*^Murder my hus- 
tend I'' 



Bir. 'Th9)fdi4st not think it. 

Isa. Ma4J9f s$ hs^ brought me to the g^c8 of fadh 
And there h^t Jjsft; ip^. •* Oh, the Ir^gktW ehaoge 
«* Of my 4isMra^)gp> I Or i* thfts in^rval 
<< Of resi^ii l^Uit to Aggravate my wqc% 
*« To drive the horror l^^ck: pith gceater forcsr 
f ^ Upoil «iy 4aul» and fix n» itAd for emr r ^ 

£tr. !WJby ddstthpu fly me sai 

ha, I canoMt bear h» sight i di«tra6iiQii, coi&e. 
Possess roe all, and take me tq 'thy&elf 1 
Shake oiF thy chains, and hadtca to niy aid ; 
Thou art my only, cure— ^-r-Lik* other friends, 
** He will QOt come to my Jiecessities; 
« Then I must go to find the tyrant out; 
^< Which is the nearest way }" [Rurmifig md* 

' Bir* Poor Isabella^ sale's not uLacoiukitioa 
To give me any comfort, if shc«oiiM : 
XcAt to hcnelf-^-rrfT^s quickly I ahall be 
To all the worid^rT— Horrors ceme£iist around mc i 
My mind is overcast — the gith'rkig clouds 
Darken the prospe^lrr*! approach the brink, 
Ai|d 9Qoa must leap the ptedpicei Oh^ Heav*n ! 
While yet my senses are my own ; thus kneeling, 
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife s 
Release her from her pangs ; and if my reason, 
O'erwhelm'd with' ^isems> sink before the tem- 
pest. 
Pardon those .crimen despair may bring upon me. 
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Nurse, Sir, there's somebody ki t!ht door ttilist 
needs speak wilh you ; he won^t tell hit name* 
. £ir. I come to him. [Exit Nurse, 

'Tis Belford, 1 suj^ose ; herlictle knows 
Of what has happened here ; I wanted him, 
Mint employ his friendship, and thim-^^*-i^ ' [Exii. 



■I t,tt 



SCENE 111. 

The Streets Enter Car LOS witA thru RujgiaittB 

Car, A younger brother 1 I was one too long. 
Not to prevent my being so again. 
We must be sudden. Younger brothers are 
But lawful bastards of another name. 
Thrust out of their nobility of birth 
And family, and tainted into trades. 
Shall I be one of them-— Bow, and retire. 
To make more room for the unwieldy heir 
To play the fool in ? No- 
But how shall I prevent it I — Biron comes 
To take possession of my father's love — 
Would that were all ; there's a blrth-ri^ht too 
That he will seize. * Besides, if BIron lives. 
He will unfold some pra6lices, which I 
Cannot well answer— therefore he shall die ; 
Thfc night must be disposM of: I have means 
That will not f«l my purpose.-^Hefe he comes. 

2 
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Bir. Hal am I beset 1 I live but to revenge me. 

[TAey surround km,Jigktingi Villeroy enters with two 
Servants ; they rescue Aim ; Carlos mu/ its Party fiy* 

VU^ How are you« sir \ Mortally hurt, I fear. 
Take care, and lead him in. 

Bir, I thank you fpr the goodness, sir; tho' 'tk 
Bestow'd upon a very wretch ; and death, 
Tho' from a villain's ha^nd, had been to me 
An a£t of kindness, and the height of mercy — 
But I thank you, sir. \He is led in* 



SCENE IV. 

Ute Inside of the House, Enter Isabella. 

ha. Murder my husband 1 Oh 1 I must not dare 
To think of living on ; my desperate hand 
In a mad rage may offer it again. 
Stab me any where but there. Here's roonv enough 
In my own breast, to a£l the fury in, 
The proper scene of mischief. '* Villeroy comes ; 
'< Villeroy and Biron come I Oh 1 hide me from 'em-^ 
'^ They rack, they tear; let 'em carve out my limbS) 
** Divide my body to their equal claims I 
** My soul is only Biron's ; that is free, 
** And thus I strike for him and liberty.'" 

\Going to stah herself ^ Villeroy runs in andprevmts 
heTp iy taking the Dagger from her* 
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y^U. Angels defend and save thee t 
Attempt thy precious life ! " the treasury 
** Of nature's sweets 1 life of my little world I" 
Lay violent hands upon thy innocent self 1 

ha» Swear I am innocent^ and I'll believe you* 
What would you have with me ? Pray let me go. 
** —Arc you there, sir J You are the very man 
^' Have done all this— You would have made 
<< Me believe you married me ; but the fool 
^< Was wiser, I thank you : 'tis not all gospel 
** You men preach upon that subje^." 
yU. post <thou not know me, love \ 
^Isa. dyes: very well. [Staring on Mnu. 

Vou are the widow's comforter ; ** that marries 
<< Any woman when her husband's out of the way : 
^ But rU never, never take your word again. 

/hi/. " I am thy loving husband.'* 
*fis yiUeroy^ thy husband* 

ha. I have none; no husband— [Weepings, 

Never had but one, and he dy'd at Candy, 
*^ Did he not ? I'm sure you told me so; you, 
<< Or somebody, with just such a lying look, 
<* As you have now/' SpcSds, did he not die there } 
, FU. He did, my life, 
ha* But swear it, quickly swear, 

' BiSLON enters bloody f and leaning upon his Swordm 

Before that screaming evidence appears. 
In bloody proof against me 

[She seeing Biron swoons into a Chair i Vil. helps her. 

Q 
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P^il. Help there I Narse, where are you I 
Ha! I am disrra€lisd tool 

^Mng td ccMfir kdpf sees^mn, 
Bu-on alive I 

!B«>. The only wretch on earth that lAu^ not five, 

P'il, Birdn <w Villeroy must not, that's decreed. 

Bir, You've sav'd Hie from the hands of murderers : 
"Would you had not, for life's ray greatest plague— 
And then> of all the world, you arc the man 
I would not be obliged to-*-Isabella I 
I came to fall before thee : I had dy*d 
Happy not to have found your Villeroy here i 
A iortg ferewell, and a last parting kiss. IKtsus her, 

VU. A kiss I confusion 1 it must be your last. 

Bir. I know it must^tfcre I give up that death 
You but delayM J since what is past has been 
The work of fate, thus we must finish it. 
Thrust home, be -sure. [Faints. 

FiL Alasl he faints : Some help there. 

Bir. ^Tis all in vain, my sorrows soon will end— 
Oh, Villeroy ! let a dying wretch entreat you 
To take this letter to my father. My Isabella ! 
Couldst thou but hear me, my last words should bless 

thee. 
I cannot, tho' in death, bequeath her to thee. [ToViU 
Burl could hope my boy, my little one. 
Might find a father in thee— Oh, I faint— 
I can no more— Hear me. Hcav'n ! Oh ! support 
My wife, my Isabella— Bless my child I 
And take a poor unhappy*—— [Dies. 
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VU, He^s fai»-^JUt wJto w^U Ve thfe consequence, 
1*11 give it him. I have involved myself^ 
And would be clear'd ; that must be thought on now. 
My care of her is lost in wild antaze« : \Govtg I0 Isft. 
*« A»« yott an dead within there \ Where, where 

are you V* 
Good Nurst tai€ care ofAer ; rUkringytu mort kel^» 

[E»Lt& 
Isabella c^miM^ ^critr^ 

Isa. Where have I been ?— MetJiinks I stand upon 
'the brink of life, ready to aiioot the gulph 
That lies between rae and the cealms of rest l 
Bvft stili detained, I cannot pass the strait ; 
Deny'd tq live, aind yet I must not die : 
l^oom'd to come back, like acpsifiiaining ghost, •- 
To wtjf unhury'd body— —Here it liiBs— ^ ' 

[^rotiu shrul/'fy Biroo^s iu^p 
Mj^ b«dy, soul, and lafe. A little dust, 
To cover ourxold limbs in the dark grave— »* -. 
There, there we shall sleep safe and sound together. 

« Enter ViLLiiiOr wkh Servants, 

ViL Poor wretch '; upon the ground I She's not 

bm-aelf: ^ 

Remove her from the body. 

\Serv4M^ gjoing to rais€ kfr. 
.- /m. Never, never— —- 
Vou have divorced us once, but shall no more-^— 
Help, help me, Biron ? — Ha !;— bloody and dead I 
Oh^iaufder 1 iDurdCr I you have ^qqc tliis deed— 

Gij 
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Vengeance and murder I bury us together- 
Do any thing but part us. 

ViL Gently, gently raise her. 
She must be farc*d away. ' 

[She drags iht Body afttr Aer ; tiey get her ini^ 
their /irms, and cany her cff^ 
Isa. Ohy they tear me I Cut off my hand s 
Let me leave something with him— — > 
They'll clasp him fest— - 
Oh, cruel, cruel men I 
This you must answer one day. 
Fii, Good Nurse, take care of her. 

\Nursefolloxv9 her» 
Send for all helps : all, all that I am worth. 
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 
'V Be sure you do, [To a Servant* 

** Just as I order'dyou." The storm grows louder.— 

[Knocking at the dow^ 
I am prepared for it. Now let them in. 

M^nter Count Baldwin, Carlos, BELFoao, Friends, 

with Servants, 

C, Bald. Oh, do I live to this unhappy day I 
Where is my wretched son ? 

Car. Where is my brother ? 

[They see htm^ and gather aboui the Bedy^ 

Vil, I hope in heav*n. 

Car* Canst thou pity i 
Wish him in hea^'iij when thou hast done a deed^ 
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That must for ever cut thee fpom the hopes 
Of ever cdmiag idwre. 

f't'/. 1 4o not blame yo m^ ■ ■ 
You hare a brotheir's right 16* be eonioern'd 
For hii uirtiiMly deatls. 

Car. Untimel7^eath,md«edt 

Fil, But f€t you must «iot sayy I was the caus<« 

Car, Not you tbe cause I Why, who should murdeip 
him ? 
We do fltot a^ yoM H accuse yourwlf; 
But I mustasy that yau have morder'd htm $ 
And will say ROtbiii^ dae, «ai justice draws 
Upon our side* at the loud caH «f bUood^ 
To execute so foul a murderer. 

Bel. Poor Biron I Is this thy Hrelcome home I 

Friend, Rise> sir ; thareia a comfort m revengei,- 
Which is left you. [To C. BaW.^ 

Car, Taka the latody hme^ [Buron carried ojfl 

C, Bald. What could provoke ypu.? 

yn. Nothing could proirdcfiJne 
To a bate nurder, wUc^» I .€adf you ^Mc 
Me guilty of. I know my innocence ; 
My servants too can witmsa that I dtew 
My sword in hit deleocfi^ to tevMC hka^ 

Bel. Let the servants be cali'd. 

Fr. LefaiHcar what they can say* 

Car. What they can say I Why, what Should ser* 
vants say i 
TheyVe his aixomplices» his iastniinentSy 
And will not charge themselves. If they could do 

Giu 
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A murder for his aerviccy they can Ue^ 
Lie nimbly, and swear hard to bring him off. 
You say you drew your sword in hfs defence: 
Who were his enemies i Did he need defence } 
Had he wrong*d any one ? Could he have cause 
To apprehend a danger, but from you f 
And yet you rescuM himl— No, no, became 
Unseasonably (that was all his crime) 
Unluckily to interrupt your sport : 
You were new marry*d--niarry*d to his wi&j 
And therefore you, and she, and all of youy 
( For all of you I must believe concem'd) 
Combin'd to murder him out of the way« 

Bei. If it is so— - 

Car. It can be only so« 

fr. Indeed it has a face* 

Car, As black as hell. 

C, Bald, The law will do me justice : send for the 
magistrate. 

Car. I'll go myself for him ■ [Exk. 

f i7. These strong presumptions, I must own, m^ 
deed, , 

Are violent against me ; but I have 
A witness, and on this side heav*n too* 
—Open that door. 

[Door opent^ and Pedro is brought firward hy Vil^ 
Icroy'i Servanis. ' 
Here's one can tell you all. 

Ped, All, alls save mc but from the rack, I'll coa*' 
fess all* 
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Vil, Vou and your accomplices designed 
To murder Biiron ?— Speak. 
Ped. We did. 
VU, Did you engage upon your private wrongs^ 

Or were employ'd \ 

Ped. Re never did us wrong. 

yu. You were set on then \ 

Ped. We were set on. 

VU* What do you know of me I 

Ped. Nothing, nothing : 
You sav*d his iifey and have discovered me« 

Vil. He has acquitted me. 
If you would be rcsolr'd of any thing, 
He stands upon his answer. 

BeL Who set you on to a£t this horrid deed ? 

C. Bald, ril know the villain ; give me quick his 
n^ime. 
Or I will tear it from thy bleeding heart. 

Ped. I will confess. 

C. Bold. Do then. 

Ped. It wasT my master, Carlos, your own son. 

C. Baid. Oh, monstrous I monstrous I most un«; 
natural! 

Bel. Did he employ you to murder his own brother f 

Ped. He did} and he was with us when 'twas done« 

C. Bald* If this be true, this horrid, horrid tale. 
It is but just upon me: Biron's wrongs 
Must be reveng*4 ; and I the cause of alU 
/r. What will you do with him } 
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C. Bald* Take him a*pait-«-^ 
I know too much. [Bedro^ocy hu 

Vil, I had forgot—Your wretched, dying son 
Gawd me this lettex; for you. [Gms it to Baldwin. 

I dare deliver it. It speaks of me, 
I pray to have it read. • 

C. BM. You know the hand. 

Bel, I know 'tis Biron's hand. 

C. Btdd. Pray read it. [Bdford rntds tJk Lett&. 

•* SIR, 

** I find I am come only to Uy tny death at your 
door. Lam now going out of the wprld ; but cannot 
forgive you, nor my brother Carlos^ ibr not hindeiw 
ing my poor wife Isabella from marrying with ViU 
Icroy ; when you both knew, from so many letters, 
t^at i was alive.-M 

BiRON,*' 

r«/. How l-^Did you know it then ? 
C. Bald* Amazement^ all ! 

Entir Car to a, wM :Ojgkm»* 

Oh, Carlos I are you come f Your brother lw«. 

Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death 

To you and me— Have you done any thing 

T^ hasten his sad end f 
Cm. Btessme, «r, I do any thlng^l Who, T I 
C. Bald. He talks of letters that were sent to us. 

I never heard of any— Did you know 

Hewasjdive! 
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Car. Alive 1 Hcav'n knows, not I. 

C. Bald^ Had you no news of him, from a report. 
Or letter, never ? 

Car, Never, never I. 

BcL That's strange, indeed : I know he often writ 
To lay before you the conditions [^ ^* Bald. 

Of his hard slaveiy : and more I know. 
That he had several answers to his letters. ' 

He said, they came from you^ you are his brother* 
*^ Car, Never from me. 

Bd, That will appear. < 

The letters, I believe, are still about him ; 
For some of 'em I saw but yesterday. 
' C, BaU. What did those answers say r 

Bel, I cannot speak to the particulars ; 
But I rememlier well, the sum of 'em 
Was much the same, and all agreed. 
That there .was nothing to be hop'd frpm youi 
That 'twas your barbarous resolution 
To let him perish there,* - ■ - 

C. Bald, Oh, Carlos 1 Carlos 1 hadst thou been a 
brotlier ■ ■ ■ . ■ 

Car, This is a plot upon me. I never knew 
He was in slavery, or was alive. 
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour. 

Bd, There, sir, I must confront you. 
He sent you a letter, to my knowledge, last night; 
And you sent him word you would come to him^—" 
) fear you came too sooUf 
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C. BaU. 'Tis 90 too plain. 
Bring out that wretch before him. [Fedro/rttefw^. 

Car* Ha ! Pedro there I — ^Then I am caught, m* 
deed. 

Bilr. You start at sight of him} 
Jit has cofifess'd the bloody deed. 

Car. Well then, he has confess'd^ 
And I must answer it. 

fid. Is there no more ? 

Car* Why I — what would you have more ? I know 
the worst, 
And I expe6l it. « 

C. Bald. Why baftt thou 4o»e all thi^ ) 

Car. Why, that which damns most men has ruin'd 
me; 
The making of my fortimie. Biron stood 
Between me andyoar £iTour : while he liv'd^ 
I had not that ; hardly was thought m son. 
And not at all a-»kin to your estate. 
I could not bear a younger brother's lot. 
To Kv^ depending upefn coinrtesy ■ ■ » 
Had you provided for me like a father, 
I had been still a brother. 

C. Bald. »Tis too true; 
I never Iov*d thee, as I should have done : 
It was my sin, and I am punishM for't. 
Ohi never may distin6lion rise again 
In families ; let parents be the same 
To all their children ; common in their csre, 
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And in their love of 'em— I am unhappy. 
For loving one too well. 

Fii. You knew your brother liv'd ; why did yoit 
take 
Such pains to marry me to Isabellk i 

Car, I had my reasons for*t '"i n 

J^iL More than I thought you had. 

Car, But one was this* 
, I knew my brodier lov'd his wife so well. 
That if he ever should come home again. 
He could not long outlive the loss of her. 

Bel, If you rely'd on that, why did you kill idmi 

Car* To make all sure. Now, you are aaswei'd 
all. 
Where most I go M am tired of your questions. 

C. Bald. I leave the judge to teti thee what thoti 
art) 
A father cannot find a name for thee. 
But parricide is highest treason, sure, 
To sacred natuT<s*s law ; and must be so. 
So sentenced in thy crimes. Take him away— 
The violent remedy is found at last, 
That drives thee out^ thou poison of my blood. 
Infected long, and only foul in thee. [Carlos kdof, 
6nmt me, sweet Heav'nl the patience to go thro' 
The torment of my cure — Here, here begins 
The operation««A1a8 1 she's mad* 
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Enter Isabella distroBed^ keld by JUr Womeni ktr 
^ Hair diskeoelCd^ her JiuU Son rwudMg in before^ being 
afraid of ker, 

Vil, My Isabella! poor unhappy wretch I 
What can I say to her ? 

ha. Nothing, nothing; ^is a babbling world— *-« 
Fll hear no more on't. When does the court sit ? 
<< I'll not be bought— What I to sell innocent blood T* 
You look like one of the pale judges here ; 
Minos, or Radaraanth^ or ^acus-^ 
I haV« heard of you. 
I have a cause to try, an honest one ; 
Will you not hear it } Then I must appeal 
To the bright throne — Call down the heav*nly powerv 
To witness how you use me. 

<< Worn, Help, help, we cannot hold her* 

«« VU, You but enrage her more.** 

C. Bald. Vt^Yf give her way; she'll hurt nobody. 

ha^ What have you done with him I He was here 
. but now \ 
I saw him here. . Oh, Biron, Bironl where. 
Where have they hid thee from toaI He is gone-— ~ 
But here's a little flaming cherubim*^* 

Child. Oh, save me, save me I [Rumngto Bald. 

ha. The Mercury of Heav*n, with silver wings, 
Impt for the flight, to overtake his ghost, 
And bring him back again. 

Child. I fear sheUl kiU me. 

C Bald. She will not hurt thee. {Shefings away. 
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Isa* Will notlsDg do ^ I did aot hope to find 
justice on earth ; ''tis Qot in Heav'n neither. 
Biron has watched his opportamty— — • 
Softly ; he steals it from the ^epinf gods. 
And Sends it thus— \^^ta^htrsdjm 

Now^ now I laugh at yoU| def^ you all. 
You tyrant-murderers. 

ViL Callt c»ll for help— : Oh^Heav'nl thiswae 

too much. 

C, iBo&f. Oh, thou most injur'd innocence t Yet 
live. 
Live but to witness for me to the worlds 
How much I do repent me of the wrongs, 
Th* unnatural wrongs, which I have heap'd on thee. 
And have puUM down this judgment on us all. 

ViU Oh, speak, speak but a word of comfort to* 
met 

C. Bdd^ If the most tender father's care and love 
Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends—. 
Oh, yet look Mp and live I 

lsa» Where is that little wretch \ \X^^ tain htr^ 
X die in peace, to leave him to your care. 
I. have a wretched mother's legacy, 

A dying kiss :pray let me give it him. 

My blessing ; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 

Oh, may thy Other's virtues live in thee, 

And all his wrongs be buried in my gravel \Puh 

Vil. She's gone, and all my joys of life with her. 
** Where are your officers of justice now ? 
" Seize, bind me, drag me to the bloody bar. 

H 
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*^ Accuse, condemn me ; let the sentence reacK 
*• My hated life ■■ No matter how it comes s 
** ril think it just, and thank you as it foils. 
** Self-murder is deny*d me ; else how soon 
** Could I be past the psun of my remembrancel 
** But I must live, grow grey with ling'ring grief, 
** To die at last in telling this sad tale«** 
C Baid. Poor wretched orphan of most wretdicd 
parents I 
^* *Scaping the storm, tbou*rt thrown upon a rod^ * 
** To perish there." The very rocks would melt. 
Soften their nature, sure, to foster thee 1 
I find it by myself: my flinty heart. 
That barren rock, on which thy fadier starv^. 
Opens its springs of nourishment to thee* 
There's not a vein but shall run milk for ihpCn 
Oh, had 1 pardon'd my poor Biron's fault. 
His first, his only fault — this had not been I 

To erring youth there^s some compassion, duel 
But whOe uiitk rigour you their crimes pursM*^ 
Wha^s their misfortune^ is a crime fir yom. 
Hence f learn offending children tofirgitm ^ 
Leave punishment to Heaven — */» Heav*n*s prerogatvoti 
I ■■■,'■■ i^aaesaft 
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TO HER GRACE THE 

DUTCHESS OF ORMOND. 



Madam, 

JL HE privilege of poetry Cor it may be the vanity of 

the pretenders to it) has given *em a kind of right to 

pretend at the same time, to the favour of those, whoifi 

jtheir high birth and excellent qualities have placed in 

a very distinguishing manner above the rest of the 

tvorld. If this be not a received maxim, yet I am sure 

I am to wish it were, that I may have at least some 

hind of excuse for laying this tragedy at your Grace's 

Jeet, I }uL{>e too much reason to fear that it may 

prove but an indifferent entertainment to your Grace, 

since, if I have any way succeeded in it, it has been 

in describing those violent passions which have been 

always strangers to so happy a temper, and so noble 

and so exalted a virtue as your Grace is mistress of 

Yet, for all this, J cannot but confess tite 'vanity 

%yhich I have, to hope that there may be something so 

moving in tlie misfortunes and distress of the play, as 

may be not altogether unworthy of your Grace's pity, 

This is one of the main designs of tragedy ; and t» 
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excite this generous pitjr in the greatest minds, may 
pass for some hind of success in this way of writing, 
I am sensible of the presumption I am guilty of by 
this hope, and how much it is that I pretend to in ^ 
your Grace's approbation; if it be mjr good fortune \ 
to meet with any little share of it, I shall always look ' 
upon it as much more to me than the general applause ; 
of the theatre, or even the praise of a good critich i 
Your Grace's name is the best protection this play can 1 
hope for ; since the world, ill-natured a^ it is, agrees 
in an universal respect and deference for your Grace's 
person and character. In so censorious an age as \ 
Ms is, where ntalice furnishes out all the public eon- 
*Sfersations, where every body pulls and is pulled to 
pieces of course, and where there is hardly such a 
thing as being merry, but at another s expence ; yet 
by a public and uncommon justice to the Dutchess of 
Ormondy her name has never been mentioned, but as 
it ought, though she has beauty enough to provoke 
detraction from the fairest of her own sex, and virtue 
enough to make the loose and dissolute of the other 
(a very formidable party) her enemies. Instead of 
this, they agree to se^ nothing of her but what she de- 
serves. That her spirit is worthy of her birth ; her 
sweetness, of the love and respect of all the world,' 
her piety, of her religion ; her service, of her royal 
mistress ; and her beauty and trutb, of her lord; that, 
in short, every part of her character is just, and that 
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«fi» is ike best reward for one of the greatest heroes 
this age has produced* This, Madam, is what you 
must allow people every where to say ; those whom 
jou shall leave behind you in England will have 
something further to add, the loss we shall suffer by 
your Grace's journey to Ireland ; the Queen* s plea- 
sure, and the impatient wishes of that nation, are 
about to deprive us of our public ornaments. But 
there is no arguing against reasons so prevalent as 
these^ Those who shall lament your Grace's absence, 
will yet acquiesce in the wisdom and justice of her 
Majesty's choice i among all whose royal favours, 
none could be so agreeable, upon a thousand ac" 
counts, to that people, as the Duke of Ormond. With 
i»hat joy, what acclamations shall they meet a Go* 
vemor,. who, beside their former obligations to his 
family, has so lately ventured his life and fortune 
for their preservation! JVhat duty, what submission 
shall they not pay to that authority which the Queen 
has delegated to a person so dear to them ? And with 
what honour, what respect, shall they receive your 
Grace, when they look upon you as the noblest and 
best pattern her Majesty could send them, of her own 
royal goodness, and personal virtues? They shall 
behold your Grace with the same pleasure the English 
shall take^ whenever it shall be their good fortune to 
see you retuai again to you mative country. In Eng- 
land, your Grace is become a public concern ; and as 

B 
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your going away will be attended with a general sor- 
row, so your return shall give as general a joy ; and 
to none of those many, more than to. 

Madam, 

Your Grace's most obedient, and 

Most humble servant, 

N. ROWE. 



Note.— .This Dedication is a model of servility in addressing 
the Great.— One further observation niay be made ; through 
two pages whcreever iball recurs, he ought to liave written 
w///. The Editor. 
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Nicholas Rowe was the son of John Rowe, 
Esq, Serjeant at Law— A place called Little Berk- 
ford in Bedfordshire had the honour of the birth 
of this Poet in the year 1673.— A private semi- 
nary at Highgate gave him the rudiments of 
learning, and, that he might be perfeft as a clas- 
sic, he was sent to Westminster, under Busby, 

His father, designing him for his own profes- 
sion, entered him at 16 years of age a Student of 
the Middle Temple, but he was destined to rise 
alone in the Temple of the Muses — He had some 
law there is no doubt, but he had more poetry. 

Business of a graver nature, however, he at a 
distant period accepted— he was Under-Secretary 
to the Duke of Queensberry, when that Nobleman 
was Secretary of State. 

Under the reign of George L he united two 
emoluments not often combined, for he became 

Bij 
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Poet Laureat and Land-Surveyor of the Customs 
—He was, further. Clerk of the Prince's Council* 
&c. but death frustrated the honours of Office* 
Dec. 6, 17 1 8, in the 45 th year of his age. 

He sought the public approbation by various 
channels — ^He edited Shakspere— he translated 
Luc AN, and he composed the following Plavs, 

Ambitious Step-Mother 1700 Ulysses — i..-. iyc6 

Tamerlane > 1702 Royal Com/ert — 1708 

Fdir Penitent — 1703 Jane Shore — '7*5 

£iter — — 1705 Jane Gray — - 171$ 
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This Tragedy has the usual charadleristics of Rowe 
—Suavity — Pomp — a sententious Morality — little ac- 
tion, less passion. He wins upon the ear — he never 
irresistibly seizes on the heart. 

Dramatically, Rowe must be considered as the 
founder of a subordinate idea of the nature of Tragic 
stru6lure — He is content to be graceful, and occa- 
sionally aims. to be grand — his characters sooth and 
satiate — they are wearisomely uniform — Sympathy he 
has seldom the secret to command — Shore does 
draw tears, and only Shore. 

This play bespeaks Italian reading, and yet of Italian, 
Rowe knew so little that he sounds Sciolto a tris- 
syllable. What is his merit.it may be asked? — moral 
purpose ? not always. Versification is nearly the 
whole of it. — But though majestic and harmonious, it 
is not the versification best adapted to the Stage. — It 
is too perpetually polished — his lines are not sufficiently 
broken by pauses. 



B uj 



PROLOGUE. 



J-^ONG kastke/ku of kings and empires 6eem 

7%e common business of the tragic scene, . 

As if misfortune made the throne her seat. 

And none could he unhappy ^ ha the great. 

Dearly^ 'tis true, each buys the crown he toears^ 

And mat^ are the mighty monarches cares: 

By fortignfoes and home-bred faBions prest^ 

Few are the joys he knows, and short his hours qfrest^ 

Stories like these toith wonder we may hear ; 

But far remote, and in a higher sphere. 

We n^er can pity what we ne^er can share: 

Like distant battles of the Pole and Swede, 

Which frugal citizens o'er coffee read. 

Careless for who should fall or who succeed. 

Therefore an humbler theme our author chose f 

A melancholy tale of private woes : 

No princes here lost royalty bemoan. 

But you shall meet toith sorrows like your own / 

Here see imperious love his vassals treat 

As hardly as ambition does the great ; 

See how succeeding passions rage by turns. 

How fierce the youth with joy and rapture burns. 

And how to dcath^for beauty lostf he mourns* 
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Let no nice taste the poeCs art arraign^ 
If seme frail vidous charaHers he feign : 
Who writesy should still let nature be his eare^ 
Mx shades with lights, and not paint all things fair ^ 
But shew you men and women as they are. 
With def'rence to the fair y he hade me say^ 
Fete to perfi&ion ever found the way : 
Many in many parts are hnown V excel. 
But *twere too hard for one to a6l all well; 
W&om justly life would through each scene commend^ 
7Xr maidy the wifey the mistressy and the friend ; 
This agey 'tis truey has one great instance seen. 
And Heav*ny injustice, made that one a queen. 
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Men, 

ScioLTo, a nobleman of Genoa - - - Mr. Aickin* 

Altamont, a young lordy in lo've with 

Calista .... Mr. Barrymore. 

Horatio, his friend - ... Mr. Bensley. 

Lo T H A R 10, a young lord and enemy to Al- 
tamont .... Mr. Palmer* 

RossANOy bis friend - . • - Mr. Williaraes. 

Women. 

Q-AhitT Ay daughter to Szxolto . - - Mrs. SIddons. 
Lavinia, sister to Altamont, and nvtfe 

to Horatio - - . - - Mrs. Ward. 
^vcihi^Ay confident to Q2Xi&X.z - - Miss Palmer, 



COFENT- GARDEN. 



Men* 

SciOLTO, a nobleman of Genoa - ^ Mr. Aickin. 

ALTAMOffT, a young lord, in love with 

Calista ..... Mr. Farren. 

Ho^ AT lOy his friend . - , Mr. Harley. 

Lot HA R 10, a young lord, and enemy to Al- 
tamont _ . . - Mr. Holman, 

Ross A NO, his friend ... - Mr. Evatt. 

Women. 

Calista, daughter to Sciolto - - Miss Bruntoji. 
Lavinta, sister to Altamont, and ivifeto 

Horatio - . - .Miss Chapman. 

Luc iLLA, ««/?</«;/ /a Calista - - Miss Stuart. 

Servants to Sciolto. 

ScBNE, Sciolto*s />^/tfrtf and garden, loitb some part of the street 

near it, in Genoa. 
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ACT I. SCENE/. 



A garden Belonging io Sc i o lto's palace. Enter Alt A* 

MONT and Horatio. 

Altamont. 
Let this auspicious day be ever sacred, 
Ko mourning, no misforlunes happen on it : 
Let it be marked for triumphs and rejoicings ; 
let happy lovers ever make it holy, 
Choose it to bless their hopes, and crown their wishes. 
This happy day, that gives me my Calista. 

/for. Yes, AUamont ; to-day thy better stars 
Arc joined to shed their kindest influence on thee ; 
Sciolto's noble hand that raised thee first, 
Half dead and drooping o^er thy father^s grave. 
Completes it's bounty, and restores thy name 
To that high rank and lustre which it boasted^ 
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
The merit of thy god-like father's arms ; 
Before that country, which he long had scrv'd 
In watchful councils, and in winter-camps, 
H^d cast off his white age to want and wretchedness 
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And made their court to faflion by his rum. 

Alt. Oh, great Sciolto ! Oh, my more than father I 
Let me not Uve, but at thy very name| 20 

My eager heart springs lip, and leaps with joy. i 

When I forget the vast, vast debt I owe thee— 
Forget ! (but 'tis impossible) then let me 
Forget the use and privilege of reason, 
Be driven from the commerce of mankind. 
To wander in the desert among brutes, 
** To bear the various fury ot the seasons, J 

*«* The night's unwholsome dew and noon-day's heat," ' 
To be the scorn of earth and curse of Heav'n I 

Hor. So open, so unbounded was his goodness, ' 

It reach'd ev'n me, because I was thy friend. ] 

When that great man I lov*d, thy noble father, 
Bequeathed thy gentle sister to my arms, 
His last dear pledge and legacy of friendship, ^ 

That happy tie made me Sciolto's son ; 
He call'd us his, and, with a parent's fondness. 
Indulged us in his wealth, bless'd us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, and sweeten'd love itself. • 

Alt' By Heav'n he found my fortunes so abandon'd. 
That nothing but a miracle could raise 'em : 40 | 

My father's bounty, and the state's ingratitude. 
Had sta-ipp'd him bare, nor left him ev'n a grave. 
Undone myself and sinking with his ruin, 
I had no wealth to bring, nothing to succour him. 
But fruitless tears. 

Hor. Yet what thou could'st, thou didst, 
iA.Hd didst it like a son ; when his hard creditors. 
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Urg*d and assisted by Lothario's father, 
(Foe to thy house, and rival of their greatness) 
By sentence of the cruel law forbid 
Bis venerable corpse to rest in earth, 
Thou gav*st thyself a ransom for his bones -^ 
With piety uncommon didst give up 
Thy hopeful youth to slaves who ne'er knew mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, money-loving villains, 
Who laugh at human nature and forgiveness, 
And are like fiends, the fa6lors of destruction. 
Heav*n, who beheld the pious a6l:, approv'd it. 
And bade Sciolto's bounty be its proxy. 
To bless thy filial virtue with abundance. 60 

Ait. But see he comes, the author of my happiness, 
The man who sav'd my life from deadly sorrow. 
Who bids my days be blest with peace and plenty, 
And satisfies my soul with love and beauty. 

Enter Scioltq j he rum to Altamont, and em- 
braces him. 

Set, Joy to thee, Altamont 1 Joy to myself! 
Joy to this happy morn that makes thee mine ; 
That kindly grants what nature had denied me, 
And makes me father of a son like thee. 

Alt, My father 1 Oh, let me unlade my breast, 
Pour out the fulness of my soul before you ; 
Shew every tender, every grateful thought, 
This wond'rous goodness stirs. But 'tis impossible, 
And utterance all is vile ; since I can only , 
Swear you reign here, but never t^ll how much. 

** Sci, It is enough j I know thee, thou art honest ; 
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*' Goodness innate, and worth hereditary 

** Are in thy mind; thy noble father's virtues 

** Spring freshly forth, and blossom in thy youtlu 

* < Alt, Thus Heav'n from nothing rais*d his faint cre- 
ation, 
** And then, with wondrous joy, beheld its beauty^ 
'* Well pleas'd to see the excellence he gave." €€ 

Set, O, noble youth 1 I swear since first I knew tbee, 
£v'n from that day of sorrows when I saw thee, 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial tears. 
The mourner and redeemer of thy father, 
I set thee down, and seal'd thee for my own : 
Thou art my son, ev'n near me as Calista. 
Horatia and Lavinia too are mine ; {^Em^racet Ho&« 
All are my children, and- shall share my heart. 
But wherefore waste we thus this happy day ? 
The laughing minutes summon thee to joy. 
And with new pleasures court thee as they pass; 
Thy waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying. 
And swears thou com'st not with a bridegroom's haste. 

Alt. Oh! could I hope there was one thought o£ 
Altamont, 
One kind remembrance in Calista's breast, 
The winds with all their wings would be too slow 
To bear me to her feet. For, Oh, my fatherl 
Amidst the stream of joy that bears me on. 
Blest as I am, and honour'd \n your friendship, too 
There is one pain that hangs upon my heart. 

Set. What means my son i 

Alt* When at your intercession^ 
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Last nighty Calista yielded to my happiness. 

Just ere we parted, as I seal'd my vows 

With rapture on her lips, 1 found her cold. 

As a dead lover's statue on his tomb ; 

A rising storm of passion shook her breast. 

Her eyes a piteous show'r of tears let fall. 

And then she sigh*d, as if her heart were breaking. 

With all the tend'rest eloquence of love 

I begg'd to be a sharer in her grief: 

But she, with looks averse, and eyes that froze me, 

Sadly reply'd, her sorrows were her own, 

Nor in a father's power to dispose of. 

Sci, Away ! it is the cozenage of their sex ; 
One of the common arts they practise on us : 
To sigh and weep then when their hearts beat high 
With expe6lation of the coming joy. 
Thou hast in camps and fighting fields been bred. 
Unknowing in the subtleties of women ; i2l 

The virgin bride, who swoons with deadly fear. 
To see the end of all her wishes near. 
When blushing, from the light and public eyes. 
To the kind covert of the night she flies, 
With equal fires to meet the bridegrom moves. 
Melts in his arms, and with a loose she loves. [^Exeunt, 
Enter Lothario an^iRossANO. 
Lotk. The father, and the husband! 
Ros. Let them pass. 
They saw us not. 

Loth. I care not if they did ; 
Ere long I mean to meet *em face to face^ 

C 
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And gall 'em with my triumph o'er Calista. 

Ros, You lovM her once. 

Loth, I lik'd her, would have marry *d hcr^ 
But that it pleas'd her father to refuse me, 
To make this honourable fool her husband ; 
For which, if I forget him, may the shame 
I mean to brand his name with, stick on mine. 

Ros, She, gentle soul, was kinder than her father. 

Loth. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing; 
Till, by loTig list'ning to the soothing tale, 
At length her easy heart was wholly mine. 

Ros, I've heard you oft describe her, haughty, in- 
solent. 
And fierce with high disdain : it moves my wonder. 
That virtue, thus defended, should be yielded 
A prey to loose desires. 

Loth, Hear then, 1*11 tell thee: 
Once in a lone and secret hour of night. 
When ev'ry eye was clos'd, and the pale moon 
And stars alone shone conscious of the theft. 
Hot with the Tuscan grape, and high in blood, 
Hap*ly I stole unheeded to her chamber. 

Ros. That minute sure was lucky. 

Loth. Oh, 'twas great ! 
I found the fond, believing, love-sick maid. 
Loose, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of wishes ; 
Fierceness and pride, the guardians of Jier honour. 
Were charm'd to rest, and love alone was waking. 
Within her rising bosoip all was calm, 160 

As peaceful ^eas that know no stor^is, and only 
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Are gently lifted up and down by tides. 

<I snatch'd the glorious golden opportunity, 

And with prevailing, youthful ardor pressM her, 

'Till with short sighs, and murmuring relu6tance, 

The yielding fair one gave me perfeft happiness. 

l^v^n all the live-long night we pass'd in bliss, 

In ecstacies too fierde to last for ever ; 

At length the morn and cold indifference came ; 

When, fully sated with the luscious banquet^ 

I hastily toek leave> and left the nymph 

To think on what was past, and sigh alone. 

Ros. You saw her soon again? 

Lot^. Too soon I saw her : 
For, Oh 1 that meeting was not like the former : 
I found my heart no more beat high with transport. 
No more I sigh*<i, and languish'd for enjoyment ; 
'Twas past, and reason took her turn to reign. 
While every weakness fell before her throne. 

JRos. What of the lady ? x8o 

Lot/i. Wiih uneasy fondness 
She hung upon me, wept, and sigh'd, and swore 
She was undone ; talked of a priest, and marriage ; 
Of flying with me from her father's pow*r; 
Calf'd every saint, and blessed angel down, 
To witness for her that she was my wife. 
I started at that name. 

Bos, What answer made you ? 

Lot/i. None-; but pretending sudden pain and illness, 
fEscap'd the persecution. Two nights since, 
^y message urg'd and frequent importunity, 

Cij 
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Again I saw her. Straight with tears and sighs. 

With swelling breasts, with swooning, with distra^on^ 

With all the subtleties and powerful arts 

Of wilful woman laboring for her purpose, 

Again she told the same dull nauseous tale, 

Unraov'd, I begg'd her spare th' ungrateful subjefl. 

Since I resolvM, that love and peace of mind 

Might flourish long inviolate betwixt us, 

Kever to load it with the marriage chain ; «oo 

That I would still retain her in my heart. 

My ever gentle mistress and my friend I 

But for those other names of wife and husband. 

They only meant ill nature, cares, and quarrels* 

Ros. How bore she this reply \ 

Lotk, " Ev'n as the earth, 
'* When, winds pent up, or eating fires beneath, 
** Shaking the mass, she labours with destruftion.'* 
At first her rage was dumb, and wanted words ; 
But when the storm found way, 'twas wild and loud* 
Mad as the priestess of the Delphic god. 
Enthusiastic passion swell'd her breast, 
Enlarg'd her voice, and ruffled all her form* 
Proud and disdainful of the love I profFer'd. 
She calPd me Villain I Monster I Base Betrayer I 
At last, in very bitterness of soul. 
With deadly imprecations on herself. 
She vow'd severely ne'er to see me more; 
Then bid me fly that minute : I obey'd. 
And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leisure. &20 

lios. She has relented since, else why this message^ 
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To meet the keeper of her secrets here 
TJiis morning ? 

Loth. See the person whom you nam'd I 

Enter Lucilla, 

Well, my ambassadress, what must we treat of? 
Come you to menace war, and proud defiance, 
Or does the peaceful olive grace your message ? 
Is your fair mistress calmer ? Does she soften ? 
And must we love again ? Perhaps she means 
To treat in jun6lure with her new ally, 
And make her husband party to th' agreement. 

Luc, Is this well done, my lord ? Have you put off 
All sense of human nature? Keep a little, 
A little pity, to distinguish manhood. 
Lest other men, tho' cruel, should disclaim you. 
And judge you to be numbered with the brutes. 

Loth, I see thou*st learn't to rail. 

Luc, I've learnt to weep : 
That lesson my sad mistress often gives me : 
By day she seeks some mekncholy shade, 240 

To hide her sorrows from the prying world ; 
At night she watches all the long, long hours, 
And listens to the winds and beating rain, 
With sighs as loud, and tears that fall as fast. 
Then, ever and anon, she wrings her hands, 
And cries, false, false Lothario ! 

Loth, Oh, no morel 
T swear thou'lt spoil thy pretty face with crying, 
And thou hast beauty that may make thy fortune : 

C iij 
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Some keeping cardinal shall doat upon thee. 
And barter his church treasure for thy freshness. 

Luc, What ! shall I sell my innocence and youth. 
For wealth or titles, to perfidious man ! 
To man, who makes his mirth of our undoing I 
The base, profest betrayer of our sex I 
Let me grow old in all misfortunes else. 
Rather than know tlie sorrows of Calista I 

Loth, Does she send thee to chide in her behalf? 
I swear thou dost it with so good a grace, 
That I could almost love thee for thy frowning. 260 

Luc. Read there, my lord, there, in her own sad 
lilies, [Giving a letter. 

Which best can tell the story of her woes. 
That grief of heart which your unkindness gives her. 

[Lothario reads. 

Your cruelty-^btdUnce to my father-^ive my hand ia 
Altamont. 
By Heav'n 'tis well ! such ever be the gifts 
With which I greet the man whom my soul hates. 

\.Asid€. 
But to go on I 

Wish Heart '•Honour too faithless^-'^ 

Weakness to-morrow last trouble lost Calista* 

Women, I see, can change as well as men. 

She writes me here, forsaken as I am. 

That I should bind my brows with mournful willow^ 

For she has giv'n her hand to Altamont : 

Yet, tell the fair inconstant . 

Luc. How, my lord I 
4 



AB L THE FAIR PENITENT. «5 

Loth. Nay, no more angry words : say to Calista, 
The humblest of her slaves shall wait her pleasure ; 
If she can leave her happy husband's arms. 
To think upon so lost a thing as I am. 

Luc. Alasl for pity, come with gentler looks : 980 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph ; 
Andy tho' you love her not, yet swear you do, 
So shall dissembling once be virtuous in you. 

Loth, Ha 1 who comes here f 

Luc, The bridegroom's friend, Horatio. 
He must not see us here. To-morrow early 
Be at the garden gate. 

Loth. Bear to my love 
My kindest thoughts, and swear I will not fail her. 
[Lothario putting up the Utter hastily ^ drops 
it as he goes out, 
[Exeunt Lothario and Rossano one way^ Lucilla another* 

Enter H0S.ATIO. 

Hor. Sure 'tis the very error of my eyes ; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario ; 
He seem*d conferring with Calista's woman ; 
At my approach they started, and retir'd. 
What business could he have here, and with her ? 
I know he bears the noble Altamont 
Profest and deadly hate-^What paper's this ? 

[Tahing up the letter. 
Ha ! To Lothario ! — ^'s death ! Calista's name ! 

[Opening it. 
Confusion and misfortunes ! [Reads, 
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* Your cruelty has at length determined me, and I 

* have resolv'd this morning to yield a perfe6l obe- 

* dience to my father, and to give my hand to Alta- 

* mont, in spite of my weakness for the false Lotha- 

* rio. I could almost wish I had that heart, and that 
< honour to bestow with it, which you have robb*d 

* me of : 

Damnation to the rest [^Reads again, 

* But, Oil ! I fear, could I retrieve 'em, I should again 

* be undone by the too faitliless, yet too lovely Lo- 

* thario. This is the last weakness of my pen, and 

* to-morrow shall be the last in which I will indulge 

* my eyes. Lucilla shall condudt you, if yoii are kind 

* enough to let me see you ; it shall be the last trouble 
' you shall meet with from 

. « The lost Calista.' 

The lost, indeed! for thou art gone as far 
As there can be pordition. Fire and sulphur! 
Hell is the sole avenger of such crimes. 
Oh, that the ruin were but all thy own ! 
Thou wilt even make thy father curse his age ; 
At sight of this black scroll, the gentle Altamont 
(For, Oh 1 I know his heart is set upon thee) 320 
Shall droop, and hang his discontented head. 
Like merit scorn'd by insolent authority, 
And never grace the public with his virtues. — 
•* Perhaps even now he gazes fondly on her, 
<* And, thinking soul and body both alike, 
" Blesses the perfe<5t workmanship of Heav*n j 
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•< Then sighing, to his ev*ry care speaks peace, 
<* And bids his heart be satisfied with happiness. 
** Oh, wretched husband 1 while she hangs about thee 
<< With idle blandishments, and plays the fond one, 
<* £v'n then her hot imagination wanders, 
** Contriving riot, and loose 'scapes of love; 
** And while she clasps thee close, makes thee a mon- 
ster." 
What if I give this paper to her father ? 
It follows that his justice dooms her dead, 
And breaks his heart with sorrow ; hard return 
For all the good his hand has heap'd on us! 
Hold, let me take a moment's thought 

EnUr Lavinia. 

Lav. My lord ! 
Trust me, it joys my heart that I have found you. 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the company, 341 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt some sudden illness. 
Where are you sick ? Is it your head ? your heart? 
Tell me, my love, and ease my anxious thoughts. 
That I may take you gently in my arms, 
Sooth you to rest, and soften all your pains. 

Hor, It were unjust — No, let me spare my friend, 
Lock up the fatal secret in my breast. 
Nor tell him that which will undo his quiet. 

Lav. What means my lord ? 

Hor. Ha 1 saidst thoU| my Lavinia ? 
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Lav. Alasl you know not what you make me 
suffer. 
Why are you pale ? Why did you start and tremble ? 
Whence is that sigh ? and wherefore are your eyes 
Severely rais*d to Heav'n ? The sick man thus. 
Acknowledging the summons of his fate. 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy. 
And with confusion thinks upon his exit. 

Hor, Oh, no! thou hast mistook ray sickness quite; 
These pangs are of the soul. Wou'd I had met 361 
Sharpest convulsions, spotted pestilence, 
Or any other deadly foe to life. 
Rather than heave beneath this load of thought ! 

Lav. Alas ! what is it ? ** Wherefore turn you from 
me? 
** Why did you falsely call me your Lavinia, 
** And swear I was Horatio's better half, 
** Since now you mourn unkindly by yourself, 
** And rob me of my partnership of sadness ? 
** Witness, ye holy pow'rs, who know my truth, 
** There cannot be a chance in life so miserable, 
** Nothing so very hard but I could bear it, 
" Much rather than my love should treat me troldly, 
" And use me like- a stranger to his heart." 

Hor, Seek not to know what I would hide from all> 
But most from thee. I never knew a pleasure. 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate, or good. 
But straight I ran to bless thee with the tidings. 
And laid up all my happiness- with thee: 
But wherefore, wherefore should I give thee pain ? 
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Then spare me, 1 conjure thee ; ask no further ; 381 
Allow my melancholy thoughts this privilege, 
And let 'em bropd in secret o*er their sorrows. 

Lav. It is enough ; chide no;t, and all is well ! 
Forgive me if I saw you sad, Horatio, 
And ask'd to weep out part of your misfortunes : 
I wo' not press to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my lov*d lord, yet you must grant me this, 
Forget your cares for this one happy day, 
Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altamont ; 
For his dear sake, let peace be in your looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund bridegroom waits your wishes, 
He thinks the priest has but half blessM his marriage, 
'Till his friend hails him with the sound of joy. 

Hor, Oh, never, never, never I Thou art innocent : 
Simplicity from ill, pure native truth, 
And candour of the mind, adorn thee ever; 
But there are such, such false ones, in the world, 
'Twould fill thy gentle soul with wild amazement 
To hear their story told. 400 

Lav. False ones, my lord 1 

Hor, Fatally fair they are, and in their smiles 
The graces, little loves, and young desires inhabit ; 
But all that gaze upon 'em are undone ; 
For they are false, luxurious in their appetites, 
And all the Heav'n they hope for is variety : 
One lover to another still succeeds. 
Another, and another after that. 
And the lust fool is welcome as the former; 
'Till having lov'd his hour out, he gives place, 
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And mingles with the herd that went before him. 

Lav, Can there be such, and have they peace of 
mind } 
Have they, in all the series of their changing. 
One happy hour } If women are such things, 
How was I form'd so different from my sex I 
My little heart is satisfied with you ; 
You take up all her room, as in a cottage 
Which harbours some benighted princely stranger. 
Where the good man, proud of his hospitality, 
Yields all his homely dwelling to his guest, 420 

And hardly keeps a corner for himself. 

Hor, Oh, were they all like thee, men would adore 
'em. 
And all the business of their lives be loving ; 
The nuptial band should be the pledge of peace. 
And all domestic cares and quarrels cease ; 
The world should learn to love by virtuous rules. 
And marriage be no more the jest of fools. lExeunt, 



ABIL SCENE!. 
A Hall, Enter Calista and Luc ill A. 

Calls fa. 

Be dumb for ever, silent as the grave. 
Nor let thy fond officious love disturb 
My solemn sadness with the sound of joy. 
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If thou wilt sooth me, tell some dismal tale 

Of pining discontent, and black despair ; 

For, Oh I I've gone around through all my thoughts^ 

But all are indignation, love, or shame. 

And my dear peace of mind is lost for ever. 

Luc, Why do you follow still that wand'ring fjre, 
That has misled your weary steps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a wilderness of woe. 
That false Lothario? Turn fron) the deceiver j 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 
•* Kind as the softest virgin of our sex, 
** And faithful as the simple village swain, 
*' That never knew the courtly vice of changing," 
3ighs at your feet, and woes you to be happy. 

Cat, Avfdiy ! I think not of him. My sad soiil . 
Has form'd a ^smal melancholy scene, 
Such a retreat as I would wish to find ; sp 

An unfrequented vale, o'ergrown with trees 
Mossy and old, within whose lonesome sliade 
Ravens, and birds ill-omen 'd only dwell : 
No sound to break the silence, but a brook 
That bubbling winds among the weeds : no mark 
Of any human shape that had been there, 
Unless a skeleton of some poor wretch. 
Who had long since, like me, by love undone, 
Songht that sad place out, tp despair and die in, 

Luc. Alas, for pity! 

Cal, There I fain would hide me 
From, the base world, from malice, and from shgm?j 
For 'tis the solemn counsel of mv sowl 

D 
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Never to live with public loss of honour : 

*Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the insolence 

Of each affe^led she that tells my story, 

And blesses her good stars that she is virtuous. 

To be a tale for fools I Scm'n'd by the women. 

And pityM by the men 1 Oh, insupportable 1 

Luc» Can yoif perceive the manifest destru^oOy ' 
The gapmg gulf that opens just before you, 41 

And yet rush on, tho' conscious/gf the danger ? 
Oh, hear n^e, hear your ever faithful creature ! 
By all the good I wish, by all the ill 
My trembling heart forebodes, let me intreat you, . 
Never to see this faithless man again \ 
J^et -me forbid his coming, 

CaL On thy life 
I charge thee no \ my genius drives me on; 
X must, I will behold him once again : 
perhaps it is the crisis of my fate, 
And this one interview shall end my cares. 
My lab'ring heart that swells with indignation, 
Heaves to discharge the. burthen ; that once done. 
The busy thing shall rest within its cell| 
And never beat again. 

Luc, Trust not to that : 
Rage is the shortest passion of our souls : 
Like narrow brooks that rise with sudden show'rs. 
It swells in haste, and falls again as soon ; 60 

Still as it ebbs the softer thoughts flow in. 
And the deceiver Love supplies its place. 
Cal, I have been wrong'd enough to arm my temper 



J 
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Against the smooth delusion ; but alas I 
(Chide not my weakness, gentle maid, but pity me) 
A woman*s softness hangs about me still : 
Then let me blush, and tell thee all my folly. 
I swear I could not see the dear betrayer 
Kneel at my feet, and sigh to be forgive n^ 
But my relenting heart would pat doit all, 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. 
** Luc, Ye sacred pow'rsi whose gracious provi- 
dence 
<< Is watchful for our good, guard me from m€n, 
<< From their deceitful tongues, their vows, and flat** 

** teries; 
*' Still let me pass negle6led by their eyes, 
** Let my bloom wither, and my form decay, 
** That none may think it worth his while to ruin 

" me, 
** And fatAl love m^y never be my bane." [Exit* 

Col. Ha> Altamont ! Calista, now be wary. 
And guard thy soul's accesses with dissembling : 8^ 
Nor let this hostile husband's eyes explore 
The warring passions,- and tumultuous thoughts. 
That rage within thee, and deform thy reason. 

r 

Enter Altamont. 

Alt, Begone, my cares, I give you to the winds. 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont; 
** For from this sacred aera of my love, 
** A better order of succeeding days 

Dii 
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Calista is the mistress of the year; 

She crowns the season with auspicious beauty. 

And bids ey'n all my hours be good and joyful. 

CaL If I were ever mistress of such happiness^ 
Oh ! wherefore did I play th* unthrifty fool. 
And, wasting all* on others, leave myself 
Without one thought of joy to give me comfort ? 

Alu Oh, mighty Love 1 Shall that fair face profane 
l^his thy great festival with frowns and sadness ! 
I swear it shall not be, for I will woo thee 
With sighs so moving, with so warm a transport, 
That thou shah catch the gentle flame from me, lOO 
And kindle into joy. 

CaL I tell thee, Altamont, 
Such hearts as ours were never pair'd above : 
Ill-suited to each other; join*d, not match'di 
Some sullen influence, a foe to both, 
Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the frame and temper of our minds, 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this day. 
That fills thee with such ecstacy and transport. 
To me brings nothing that should make me bless it| 
Or think it better than the day before, 
Or any other in the course of time, 
That duly took its turn, and was forgotten. 

Alt, If to behold thee as ray pledge of happiness, 
To know none fair, none excellent but thee ; 
If still to love thee with unwearied constancy, 
«* Through evVy season, ev'ry change of life, 
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** Thro' wrinkled age, thro* sickness and misfoptune,*' 
Be worth the least return of grateful love> 
Oh, then let my Calista bless this da/i iffo 

And set it down for happy. 

CaL 'Tis the day 
In which my father gave my hand to Altamont ) 
As such, I will remember it for ever* 

Enter SciOLTo, Horatio, and LaviKIa. 

Scio» Let mirth go on, let pleasure know no pause, 
But fill up ev'ry minute of this day* 
'Tis yours, my children, sacred to your loves ; 
The glorious sun himself for you looks gay ; 
He shines for Altamont and for Calista. 
Let there be music ; let the master touch 
The sprightly string, and softly-breathing flute^ 
*Till harmony rouse evVy gentle passion. 
Teach the cold maid to lose her fears in love. 
And the fierce youth to languish at her feet. 
Begin : ev'n age itself is chear*d with music i 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth. 
Calls back past joys, and warms us into transport. 

l^Muszc. 

« SONG, 

**BrMR.CONGREP^. 

** Ah, stay I oAf turn! ah, wAither would you Jly, 
'* Too charming, too reltnttess maid? 

" I follow not to conquer, but to die; 140 

** 7ou of the fearful are afraid* 

D iii 
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** In vain I call \ for shej liktJUeting air^ 
** When pressed by some tempestuous windf 

** Flies swifter from the voice of my despair ^ 
*« Nor casts one pitying look behind,*' 

Set, Tdkt care my gates be open^ bid all welcome | 
All who rejoice with me to-day are friends : 
Let each indulge his genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and swell the feast with mirth | 
The sprightly bowl shall chearfuUy go round. 
None shall be grave, nor too severely wise ; 
Losses and disappointments, cares and poverty, 
The rich man*s insolence, and great man's scomi 
In wine shall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
"Will be too soon to think, and to be wretched* 
Oh, grant, ye pow'rs, that I may see these happy, 

[^Pointing to Alt. and Calj 
Completely blest, and I have life enough; 
And leave the rest indifferently to fate. [^Exeunt* 

Hor. What if, while all are here intent on revelling, 
I privately went forth, and sought Lothario? i6o 

This lettermfiy be forg'd ; perhaps the wantonness 
Of Ijis vain youth, to stain a lady's fame ; 
Perhaps his malice to disturb my friend, 
dh, no 1 my heart forebodes it must be true* 
Methought, ev'n now, I mark'd the starts of guilt 
That shook her soul : tho* damn'd dissimulation 
8creen*d her dark thoughts, and set to public view 
A specious face of innocence and beauty. 
" Oh> false appearance I What is all our sovereignty^ 



•* Our boasted powV? When they oppose their arts, 
** Still they prevail, and we are found their fools.** 
With such smooth looks, and many a gentle word, 
The first fair she beguil'd her easy lord ; 
Too blind with love and beauty to beware^ 
He fell unthinking in the fatal snare ; 
Nor could believe that such a heav*nly face 
Had bargained with the devil, to damn her wretched 
race. [£xiY* 

SCEME IL 
The Street near Sciolto'j Palace. Enter Lothario 

aTZ^RoSSANOk 

Loth. To tell thee then the purport of my thoughts) 
The loss of this fond paper would not give me 
A moment of disquiet, were it not i8a 

My instrument of vengeance on this Altamont j 
Therefore I mean to wait some opportunity 
Of speaking with the maid we saw this morning. 

Ros. I wish you, Sir, to think upon the danger 
Of being seen ; to-day their friends are round *em | 
And any eye that lights by chance on you, 
Shall put your life and safety to the hazard. 

[They confer aside* 

Enter UoKATio^ 

Hor. Still I must doubt some mystery of mischief, 
Some artifice beneath. Lothario's father I 
I knew him well ; he was sagacious,, cunning, 
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Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful counsels. 

But of a cold, inactive hand in war; 

Yet, with these coward*s virtues, he undid 

My unsuspe6ting, valiant, honest friend. 

This son, if fame mistakes not, is more hot. 

More open and unartful — Ha I he*s here ! [Seeing Aim. 

Lot A. JDamnation I He again !•— This second time 
To-day he has cross 'd me, like my evil genius. 

Hor, I sought you, Sir. 

LotA. 'Tis well then I am found. too 

Hor. *Tis well you are. The man who wrongs ray 
friend 
To the earth's utmost verge I would pursue. 
No place, tho* e'er so holy should prote6l him; 
No shape that artful fear e'er form'd should hide him, 
•Till he fair answer made, and did me justice, 

LotA. Hal dost thou know me, that I am Lothario } 
As great a name as this proud city boasts of. 
Who is this mighty man, then, this Horatio, 
That I should basely hide me from his anger. 
Lest he should chide me for his friend's displeasure ? 

Hor. The brave, 'tis true, do never shun the light; 
Just are their thoughts, and open are their tempers. 
Freely witho\it disguise they love and hate. 
Still are they found in the fair face of day, 
And Heav'n and men are judges of their aftions. 

LotA. Such let 'em be of mine ; there's not a purpose 
Which my soul e'er fram'd, or my hand adled. 
But I could well have bid the world look on. 
And what I once durst do, have dar'd to justify. 
2 ' 
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Hor, Where was this open boldness, this free spirit, 
"When but this very morning I surprizM thee, 2Si 
In base, dishonest privacy, consulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch. 
To sell her lady*s secrets, stain her honour. 
And, with a forg*d contrivance, blast her virtue ?^- 
At sight of me thou fled*st. 

Loth. Ha! fled from thee? 

Hor. Thou fled'st, and guilt was on thee, like a thief, 
A pilferer, descry *d in some dark comer. 
Who there had lodg*d, with mischievous intent, 
To rob and ravage at the hour of rest. 
And do a midnight murder on the sleepers. 

Loth. Slave I villain! 

[Offers to drawy Rossano holds him* 

Ros. Hold, my lord! think where you are, 
Think how unsafe and hurtful to your honour 
It were to urge a quarrel in this place. 
And shock the peaceful city with a broil. 

Loth, Then since thou dost provoke my vengeance, 
know 
I would not, for this city's wealth, for all 
Which the sea wafts to our Ligurian shore, 240 

But that the joys I reap*d with that fond wanton, 
The wife of Altamont, should be as public 
As is the noon-day sun, air, earth, or water, 
Or any common benefit of nature. 
Think'st thou I meant the shame should be concealM ? 
Oh, no ! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted 
Was some fit messenger to bear the news 
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To the dull doating husband : now I liave found him, . 
And thou art he. 1 

Hot. I hold thee base enough 
To break through law, and spurn at sacred order, J 

And do a brutal injury like this. ' 

Yet mark me well, young lord ; I think Calista 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of soul. 
To be the prey of such a thing as thou art. 
,Twas base and poor, unworthy of a man, 
To forge a scroll so villanous and loose. 
And mark it with a noble lady*s name : 
These are the mean dishonest arts of cowards. 
Strangers to manhood, and to glorious dangers ; 260 
Who, bred at home in idleness-and riot. 
Ransack for mistresses th' unwholesome stews. 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 

Loth, Think' St thou I forgM the letter ? Think so 
still, 
'Till the broad shame come staring in thy face. 
And boys shall hoot the cuckold as he passes. 

Hot, Away ! no woman could descend so low : 
A skipping, dancing, worthless tribe you are ; 
Fit only for yourselves : you herd together ; 
And when the circling glass warms your vain hearts, 
You talk of beauties that you never saw, 
And fancy raptures that you never knew. 
** Legends of saints who never yet had being, 
*' Or being, ne'er were saints, are not so false 
** As the fond tales which you recount of love." 

Loth. But that I do not hold it worth my leisure; 
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I could produce such damning proof— 

Hor. 'Tis false I 
You blast the fair with lies, because they scorn you, 
Hate you like age, like ugliness and impotence : 280 
Rather than make you blest, they would die virgins. 
And stop the propagation of mankind. 

Lotk, It is the curse of fools to be secure, 
And that be thine and A]tamont*s. Dream on ; 
Nor think upon my vengeance till thou feel'st it. 

Hor» Hold, Sir ; another word, and then farewel: 
Tho' I think greatly of Calista's virtue. 
And hold it far beyond thy pow'r to hurt ; 
Yet, as she shares the honour of my Altamont, 
That treasure of a soldier, bought with blood, 
And kept at life's expence, I must not have 
(Mark me, young Sir) her very name profan'd. 
Learn tg restrain the licence of your speech 5 
'Tis held you are too lavish. When you are met 
Among your set of fools, talk of your dress. 
Of dice, of whores, of horses and yourselves ; 
'Tis safer, and becomes your understandings. 

Loth, What if we pass beyond this solemn order. 
And, in defiance of the stern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter loose, 300 
And use his sacred friendship for our mirth I 

Hot, *Tis well, Sir, you are pleasant—— 

Loth, By the joys 
Which my soul yet has uncontrolM pursu'd, 
J would not turn aside from my least pleasure, 
1 Jio' all thy force were arm'd to bar my way ; 
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But like the birds, great Nature's happy commoner^ 
That haunt in woods, in meads, and flow*ry gardens, 
Rifle the sweets and taste the choicest fruits^ 
Yet scorn to ask the lordly owner's leave. 

Hor. What liberty has vain presumptuous youth, 
That thou should 'st dare provoke me unchastisM } 
But henceforth, boy, I warn thee, shun my waHu. 
If in the bounds of yon forbidden place 
Again thou'rt found, expert a punishment. 
Such as great souls, impatient of an injury, 
Exafl from those who wrong 'em much, cv'n death; 
Or something worse : an injur'd husband*s vengeance 
Shall print a thousand wounds, tear thy fair form. 
And scatter thee to all the winds of Heav'n. 390 

Loth, Is then my way in Genoa prescrib'd 
By a dependent on the wretched Altamont, 
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in taverns. 
And vouches for his valour's reputation ? 

Hor, Away I thy speech is fouler than thy manners. 

Loth, Or, if there be a name more vile, his parasite; 
A beggar's parasite ! 

Hor, Now learn humanity, 

[Offers to strike kim^ Rossano interpottt. 
Since brutes and boys are only taught with blows. 

Loth, Damnation 1 [They draio^ 

Ros. Hold, this goes no further here. 
Horatio, 'tis too much ; already see 
The crowd are gath'ring to us. 

Loth, Oh, Rossano! 
Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 
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Ros. Sciolto's servants, too, have ta'en th' alarm 5 
YouUl be oppressed by numbers. Be advis'd. 
Or I must force you hence. Tak't on my word, 
You shall have justice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my lord, 340 

Loth, This wo' not brook delay ; 
"West of the town a mile, among the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon, to-morrow, 1 expert thee, 
Thy single hand to mine. 

Hor, I'll meet thee there. 

Loth, To-morrow, Oh, my better stars ! to-morrow 
Exert your influence; shine strongly for me ; 
•Tis not a common conquest I would gain. 
Since love as well as arms, must grace my triumph. 

\^Exeunt Lothario and Rossano« 

Hor. Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! ha I ere that 
He sees Calista I Oh, unthinking fool ■ ■ 
What if I urg'd her w'rth the crime and danger } 
If any spark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
Within her breast, my breath perhaps may wake it. ' 
Could I but prosper there, I would not doubt 
My combat with that loud vain-glorious boaster. 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye trust, 
Did you but think how seldom fools are jc^sfi 
So many of your sex would not in vain 
Of broken vows, and faithless men, complain : 360 
Of all the various wretches love has made, 
How few have been by men of sense bctray'd ? 
Convinced by ceason, they your pow'r confess, ' 

£ 
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Pleas 'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bless^ 
And conscious of vour worth can never love you less. 

[Exit, 

AailL SCENE L 



An Apartment in Sciolto's Palace, Enter SciOLTO 

and Calista. 

Sciolto. 
Now, by my life, my honour, 'tis too much 1 
Have I not mark'd thee, wayward as thou art. 
Perverse and sullen all this day of joy ? 
When ev'ry heart was cheer'd and mirth went roundi 
Sorrow, displeasure, and repining anguish. 
Sat on thy brow ; <* like some malignant planet, 
<< Foe to the harvest and the healthy year, 
« Who scowls adverse, and lours upon the world; 
" When all the other stars, with gentle aspe6l, 
<' Propitious shine, and meaning good to man." 

Cat. Is then the task of duty half performed ? 
Has not^our daughter giv*n herself to Altamont, 
Yielded the native freedom of her will 
To an imperious husband's lordly rule. 
To gratify a father's stern command i 

Set. Dost thou complain ? 

CaL For pity do not frown then, 
If in despite of all my vow'd obedience, 
A sigh breaks out, or a tear falls by chance : 
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For, Oh 1 that sorrow which has drawn your anger. 
Is the sad native of Calista's breast : 
** And once possess'd, will never quit its dwellings 
•* Till life, the prop of all, shall leave the building, 
•* To tumble down, and moulder into ruin." 

Sci, Now by the sacred dust of that dear saint 
That was thy mother; ** by her wond*rous goodness, 
•* Her soft, her tender, most complying sweetness," 
I swear, some sullen thought that shuns the light. 
Lurks underneath that sadness in thy visage. 
But mark me well, tho' by yon Heav'n I love thee 
As much, I think, as a fond parent can ; 
Yet should'st thou, (which the pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er stain the honour of thy name with infamy, 
1*11 cast thee off, as one whose impious hands 
Had rent asunder nature's nearest ties. 
Which, once divided, never join again. 
To-day I've made a noble youth thy husband ! 
Consider well his worth ; reward his love ; 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art so. 

[Exit SciotTO. 

Cal. How hard is the condition of our sex, 40 

Thro' ev'ry state of life the slaves of man I 
In all the dear delightful days of youth 
A rigid father diftates to our wills. 
And deals. out pleasure with a scanty hand. 
To his, the tyrant husband's reign succeeds ; 
Proud with opinion of superior reason, 
He holds domestic bus'ness and devotion 

Eij 
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All we are capable to know, and shuts us, 

Like cloisterM ideots, from the world^s acquaintancei 

And all the joys of freedom. Wherefore arc wc 

Born with high souls, but to assert ourselves. 

Shake oif this vile obedience they exa6t. 

And claim an equal empire o*er the world ? 

Enter HoRATIO. 

Hot. She^s here 1 yet, Oh I my tongue is at a loss* 
Teach me, some pow'r, that happy art of speech) 
To dress my purpose up in gracious words; 
Such as may softly steal upon her soul, 
And never waken the tempestuous passions. 
By Heav'n she weeps ! ■ Forgive me, fair Calista^ 

If I presume on privilege of friendship, 6q 

To join my grief to yours, and mourn the evils 
Tiiat hurt your peace, and queiich those eyes in tears* 

Co/. To steal, unlookM for, on ray private sorrow. 
Speaks not the man of honour, nor the friend. 
But rather means the spy. 

Hor, Unkindly said 1 
For, Oh I as sure as you accuse me wisely, 
I come to prove myself Calista's friend. 

Cai, You are my husband's friend, the friend of 
^ Altamont 1 

Hor. Are you not one? Are you not join'd by 
Heaven, 
Each interwoven with the other*s tate \ 
Are you not mixt like streams of meeting rivers^ 
Whose blended waters are no more distinguished, 
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But roll into the sea, one common flood ? 
Then who can give his friendship but to one ? 
Who can be Altamont's and not Calista's ? 

CaL Force, and the wills of our imperious rulers, 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain ; 
But minds will still look back to their own choice. 
" So the poor captive in a foreign realm, 80 

" Stands on the shore, and sends his wishes back 
*< Tq the dear native land from whence he came. 

Hor, When souls that should agree to will the same. 
To have one common obje6t for their wishes. 
Look different ways, regardless of each other. 
Think what a train of wretchedness ensues : 
Love shall be banish'd from the genial bed. 
The night shall all be lonely and unquiet. 
And ev'ry day shall be a day of cares. 

Cai. Then all the boasted office of thy friendship. 
Was but to tell Calista what a wretch she is, 
Alas! what needed that } 

Hor. Oh \ rather say, 
I came to tell her how she might be happy ; 
To sooth the secret anguish of her soul ; 
To comfort that fair mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her steps to know the paths of peace. 
Cai. Say thou, to whom this paradise is known, 
Where lies the blissful region ? Mark my way to it. 
For, Oh ! 'tis sure I long to be at rest. 100 

. Hor. Then— to be good is to be happy— Angels 
Arc happier than mankind, because they're better. 

Eiij 



Guilt is the source of sorrow ! 'tis tlie fiend^ 

Th* avenging fiend that follows us behind 

With whips and stings. The blest know none of thiS| 

But rest in everlasting peace of mind. 

And find the height of all their heav*n is goodness* 

CaL And what bold parasite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Calista's name with guilt i 

Hot. None should ; but 'tis a busy, talking world| 
That with licentious breath blows like the wind) J 
As freely on the palace as the cottagt. i 

CaL What mystic riddle lurks beneath thy wordS) 
Which thou would'st seem unwilling to express^ 
As if it meant dishonour to my virtue ? 
Away with this ambiguous shufBihg phrase^ 
And let thy. oracle be understood. j 

Nor, Lothario I | 

Cal, Ha ) what would'st thou mean by him ? 

Nor. Lothano and Calista 1 thus they join ifto 
Two names, which Heav'n decreed should never meet* 
Hence have the talkers of this populous city 
A shameful tale to tellyfor public sporty 
Of an unhappy beauty,, a false fair one^ 
Who plighted to a noble youth her faith^ 
When she had giv*n her honour to a wretch. 

Cai, Death and confusion I Have I liv*d to this^ 
Thus to be treated with unmanly insolence I 
To* be the sport of a loose ruffian's tongue 1 
Thus to be us*d ! thus I like the vilest creature, 
That ever was a slave to vice and infamy. i 



Hvr, By honour and fair truth, yoii wrong rtte much | 
For, on my soiil, nothing but strong necessity 
Could urge my tongue* to this ungrateful office. 
I cam^ with strong rehidlance, as if death 
Had stood across my way, to save your honour, 
Your's and Sciolto*s, your's and Altamont*s ; 
Like one who ventures through a burning pile } 
To save his tender wife, with all her brood 
Of little fondlings, from the dreadful ruin. 14© 

CdL Is this the famous friend of Altamont, 
For noble worth and deeds of arms renown*d ? 
Is this the tale-bearing officious fellow. 
That watches for intelligence from eyes ; 
This wretched Argus of a jealous husband^ 
That fills his easy ears with monstrous tales, 
And makes him toss, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody revenge on his defenceless wife, 
Who guiltless dies, because her fool ran mad ? 

Her, Alas! this rage rs vain ; for if your fame 
Of peace be with your care, you must be calm, 
And listen to the means are left to save 'em* 
*Tis now the lucky minute of your fate. 
By me your genius speaks, by me it warns youj 
Never to see that curst Lothario more ; 
Unless you mean to be desp>s*d, be shunned 
By all our virtuous maids and noble matrons ; 
Unless you have devoted this rare beauty 
To infamy, diseases, prostitution- 

Cal. Dishonour blast thee, base, unmannerM slave I 
That dar'st forget my birth, and sacred sex, 1 61 



48 THE FAIR PENITENT. AS IlL 

And shock me with the rudey unhallow'd sound! 

Hor. Here kneel, and in the awful face of Heav'n 
Breathe out a solemn vow, never to see. 
Nor think, if possible, on him that ruin*d thee ; 
Or, by my Altamont's dear life, I swear. 
This paper ; nay, you must not fly— This paper, 

[ Holding ktr. 
This guilty paper shall divulge your shame 

CaL What mean'st thou by that paper? What 
contrivance 
Hast thou been forging to deceive my father ; 
To turn his heart against his wretched daughter^ 
That Altamont and thou may share his wealth i 
A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 
The weakness of my sex.— Oh, for a sword. 
To urge my vengeance on the villain*s hand 
That forg'd the scroll ! 

Hor. Behold! Can this be forg'd ? 
See where Calista's name [SAtwing the Utter near, 

CaL To atoms thus, [Tearing it. 

Thus let me tear the vile, detested falshood, i8o 

The wicked, lying evidence of shatne, 

Hor. Confusion! 

Cal, Henceforth, thou officious fool. 
Meddle no more nor dare, ev*n on thy life. 
To breathe an accent that may touch my virtue. 
I am myself the guardian of my honour. 
And will not bear so insolent a monitor. 
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Enter Altamont. 

Aii. Where is my life, my love, my charming bride^ 
Joy of my heart, and pleasure of my eyes. 
«* The wish, and care, and business of my youth? 
" Oh, let me find her, snatch her to my breast, 
" And tell her she delays my bliss too long, 
" Till my soft soul ev*n sickens with desire." 
Disordered !— and in tears ! — Horatio too ! 
My friend is in amaze — What can it mean ? 
Tell me, Calista, who has done thee wrong, 
That my swift sword may find out the offender, 
And do thee ample justice. 

CaL Turn to him. 

M. Horatio! 200 

CaL To that insolent. 

Ait. My friend I 
Could he do this ? He, who was half myself ? 
** One faith has ever bound us, and one reason 
** Guided our wills. Have I not found him just,^ 
•« Honest as truth itself? And*' could he break 
The sanftity of friendship ? Could he wound 
The heart of Altamont in his Calista? 

Cai. I thought what justice I should find from theet 
Go fawn upon him, listen to his tale, 
Applaud his malice, that would blast my fame. 
And treat me like a common prostitute. 
Thou art perhaps Confederate in his mischief. 
And wilt believe the legend, if he tells it. 
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' Ant. Oh» impious I what presumptuous wretch shall 

dare 
To offer at an injury like that? 
Priesthood, nor age, nor cowardice itself. 
Shall save him from the fury of my vengeance. 

CaL The man who dar'd.to do it was Horatio ; 
Thy darling friend ; 'twas AUamont's Horatio. 220 
But mark nie well ; while thy divided heart, 
Doats on a villain that has wrong'd me thus. 
No force shall drag me to thy hated bed. 
Nor can my cruel father's pow'r do more 
Than shut me in a cloister : there, well pleas'd. 
Religious hardships will I learn to bear. 
To fast and freeze at midnight hours of pray'r : 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, 
With melancholy, speechless saints to dwell ; 
But bless the day I to that refuge ran, 
Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant, 
man. [£xi/ Calista. 

Alt, She's gone ; and, as she went, ten thousand fires 
Shot from her angry eyes ; as if she meant 
Too well to keep the cruel vow she made. 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me, 
What means this wild confusion in thy looks ; 
As if thou wert at variance with thyself. 
Madness and reason combating within thee^ 
And thou wert doubtful which should get the better? 

Hor» I would be dumb for ever ; but thy fate S40 
Has otherwise decreed it. Thou hast seen 
That idol of thy soul, that fair Calista 
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Thou hast beheld her tears. 

Mt. I have seen her weep ; 
I have seen that lovely one, that dear Calista, 
Complaining, in the bitterness of sorrow. 
That thou, my friend, Horatio, thou hast wTongM her. 

Hor, That I have wrong'd her ! had her eyes been 
fed 
From that rich stream which warms her heart, and 

numbered 
For ev'ry falling tear a drop of blood. 
It had not been too much ; for she has ruin'd thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont. She has undone thee. 

Ait, Dost thou join ruin with Calista*s name ? 
What is so fair, so exquisitely good ? 
Is she not more than painting can express. 
Or youthful poets fancy when they love ? 
" Does she not come, like wisdom, or good fortune, 
** Replete with blessings, giving wealth and honour ? 
*« The dowry which she brings is peace and pleasure, 
** And everlasting joys are in her arms." 260 

Hor, It had been better thou had'st liv'd a beggar, 
And fed on scraps at great men's surly doors. 
Than to have match'd with one so false, so fatal.— 

Alt, It is too much for friendship to allow thee. 
Because I tamely bore the wrong thou didst her, 
Thou dost avow the barb'rous, brutal part, 
And urge the injury ev*n to my face. 

Hor, I see she has got possession of thy heart ; 
She has charm'd thee, like a syren, to her bed. 
With looks of love, and with enchanting sounds ; 
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Too late the rocks and quicksands will appear, 
When thou art wreck'd upon the faithless shore. 
Then vainly wish thou had*st not" left thy friend^ 
To follow her delusion. 

Alt, If thy friendship 
Do churlishly deny my love a room, 
It is not worth my keeping ; I disclaim it. 

Hor, Canst thou so, soon forget what I've been to 
thee ? ^ 

« 

I shared the task of nature with thy father. 

And form'd with care thy unexperienc'd youth «8o 

To virtue and to arms. 

Thy noble father, Oh, thou light young man \ 

Wou'd he have us*d me thus ? One fortune fed usj 

For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 

Together flourish'd, and together fell. 

He call'd me friend, like thee: wou'd he have left 

me 
Thus, for a woman, and a vile one, too ? 

Alt, Thoucanst not, dar'st not mean it ! Speak again, 
Say, who is vile; but dare not name Calista. 

Hor, I had not spoke at first, unless compelPd, 
And forc'd to clear myself; but since thus urg*d, 
I must avow, I do not know a viler. 

Alt, Thou wert my father's friend; he lov'd the« 
well ; 
" A kind of venerable mark of him 
•* Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my ven- 
geance." 
I cannot, dare not lift my sword against thee, 
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But henceforth never let me see thee more. [Going out. 

Hor, 1 16ve thee still, ungrateful as thou art, 
And must and will preserve thee from dishonour, 
£v'n in despite of thee. [Holds him. 

Alt. Let go my arm. 301 

Hor. If honour be thy care, if thou would'st live 
Without the name of credulous, wittol husband, 
Avoid thy bride, shun her detested bed. 
The joys it yields are dash*d with poison- 

Alt. OffI 
To urge me but a minute more is fatal. 

Hor. She is polluted, stain'd— 

Alt. Madness and raging 1 
But hence«« 

Hor. Dishonour'd by the man you hate 

Alt. I pr'ythee loose me yet, for thy own sake. 
If life be worth the keeping—- ' 

Hor. By Lothario. 

AU. Perdition take thee, villain^ for the falsehood ! 

[Strikes Aim. 
Now, nothing but thy life can make atonement. 

Hor. A blow I thou hast us'd me well-*— [Dtmos, 

Alt. This- to thy lieart— 

Hor, Yet holcU-^y Heav'n hi« father's in his face ! 
Spite of my wrongs, my heart runs o'er with tender- 
ness 321 
And I could rather die myself than hurt him. 

Alt. Defend thyself; for by my much wrong'd 
love, 
I swear, the poor evasion shall not save thee. 

F 
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Hor. Yet hold—*' thou know'st I dare—think how 

we*ve liv'd 
[Tkeyfght; AXtzmont presses on Horatio, who retires. 
*« Nay then, 'tis brutal violence ; and thus, 
" Thus Nature bids me guard the life she gave. 

[ney fightr 



C( 



Lavinia enter Sy and runs between their swords. 

Lav, My brother, my Horatio! Is it possible I 
Oh, turn your cruel swords upon Lavinia. 
If you must quench your impious rage in blood, 
Behold, my heart shall give you all her store. 
To save those dearer streams that flow from yours. 

Alt. 'Tis well thou hast found a safe-guard ; none 
but this, 
No pow'r on earth could save thee from my fury. 

** Lav, O fatal, deadly sound!*' 

Hor. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy ! Hast thou forgot the rev'rencc 
Due to my arm, thy first, thy great example. 
Which pointed out thy way to noble daring, 
And shew'd thee what it was to be a man ? 

Lav, What busy, meddling iknd, what foe to good- 
ness, 340 
Could kindle such a discord ? ** Oh, lay by 
" Those most ungentle looks, and angry weapons, 
** Unless you mean my griefs and killing fears 
** Should stretch me out at your relentless feet, ' 
" A wretched corse, the vidtim of your fury." 
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HoT' Ask*st thou what made us foes ? *Twas base in- 
gratitude, 
'Twas such a sin to friendship, as H«av*n's mercy, 
That strives with man's untoward, monstrous wicked- 
ness. 
Unwearied with forgiving, scarce could pardon. 
He who was all to me, child, brother, friend. 
With barb'rous, bloody malice, sought my life. 

Alt. Thou art my sister, and I would not make thee 
The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed ; 
Therefore, thy husband's life is safe : but warn him> 
No more to know this hospitable roof. 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's bounty. 
We must not meet ; 'tis dangerous. Farewel. 

[//<e is going out, Lavinia Aolds Aim. 

Lav. Stay, Altamont, my brother, stay; ** if ever 
** Nature, or what is nearer much than nature, 
** The kind consent of our agreeing minds, 360 

•* Have made us dear to one another, stay, 
** And speak one gentle word to your Horatio. 
** Behold^ his anger melts, he longs to love you, 
" To call you friend, then press you hard, with all 
*« The tender, speechlessjoy of reconcilement.'* 

jiU. It cannot, shall not be — you must not hold me, 

LaV' Look kindly, then. 

Alt. Each minute that I stay. 
Is a new injury to fair Calista. 
From thy false friendship, to her arms I'll fly ; 
** There, if in any pause of love I rest, 
^' Breathless with bliss, upon her panting breast, 

Fij 
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** In broken, melting accents, I will swear, 
** Henceforth to trust my heart with none but her ;'* 
Then own, the joys which on her charms attend. 
Have more than paid me tor my faithless friend. 

[ Altamont iyreaks from Lavinia^ and exit, 

Hor, Oh, raise thee, my Lavinia, from the earth. 
It is too much{ this tide of flowing grief. 
This wondVous waste of tears, too much to give 
To an ungrateful friend, and cruel brother. 380 

Lav. Is there not cause for weeping ? Oh, Horatio ! 
A brother and a husband were my treasure, 
*Twas all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the shipwreck of her father's fortunes. 
One half is lost already. If thou leav'st me ; 
If thou should'st prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom shall I find to pity my distress, 
To have compassion on a helpless wanderer. 
And give her where to lay her wretched head ? 
• Hor, Why dost thou wound me with thy soft com- 
plainings ? 
Tho* Altamont be false, and use me hardly. 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forsaken ; for I'll keep thee 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happiness. 
** Heav'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of goodness, 
** And made thee all my portion here on earth : 
^^ It gave thee to me, as a large amends 
" For fortune, friends, and all the world beside." 

Lav. Then you will love me still, cherish me ever. 
And hide me from misfortune in your bosom. 400 
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•* Here end my cares, nor will I lose! one thought, 
** How we shall live, or purchase food and raiment, 
** The holy Pow'r, who cloaths the senseless earth, 
** With woods, with fruits, with flow*rs, and verdant 

grass, 
** Whose bounteous hand feeds the whole brute crea- 
tion, 
** Knows all our wants, and has enough to give us.** 
Hor, From Genoa, from falshood and inconstancy. 
To some more honest, distant clime weUl go, 
Nor will I be beholden to my country. 
For aught but thee, the partner of my flight. 

** Lav, Yes, I will follow thee ; forsake, for thee, 
** My country, brother, friends, ev'n all I have. 
*« Tho' mine's a little all ; yet were it more, 
*? And better far, it should be left for thee, 
«* And all that I would keep, should be Horatio. 
** So, when a merchant sees his vessel lost, 
«* Tho' richly freighted from a foreign coast, 
** Gladly, for life, the treasure he would give; 
** And only wishes to escape, and live : 
*' Gold, and his gains, no more employ his mi^d ; 
** But, driving o'er the billows with the wind, 421 
*< Cleaves to one faithful plank, and leaves the rest 
behind. [Exeunt » 



F iij 
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A G^rdtn. Enter Altamont, 

jlitamont, 
*' With what unequal tempers are we form*d? 
*' One day the soul, supine with ease and fulness^ 
" Revels secure, and fondly tells herself 
•* The hour of evil can return no more; 
*' The next, the spirits, pall'd and sick: of riot| 
" Turn all td discord, and we hate our beings^ 
" Curse the past joy, and think it folly all, 
** And bitterness and anguish. Oh, last night I 
** What has ungrateful beauty paid me back, 
<< For all the mass of friendship which I squander^? 
'^ Coldness, aversion, tears, and sullen sorrow, 
*^ Dash*d all my bliss, and damp*d my bridal bed. 
*' Soon as the morning dawn'd, she vanished from 

me, 
" Relentless to the gentle call of love. 
" I've lost a friend, and I have gain'd—- — a wife! 
'< Turn not to thought, my brain ; but let me find 
** Some unfrequented shade ; there lay me down, 
** And let forgetful dulness steal upon me, 
*' To soften and assuage this pain of thinking. [Exit. 

Lothario and Calista discovered, 

LotA. Weep not, my fair ; but let the God of Love 
Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart. 
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Kindle again his toreh^ and hold it high, 
To light us to new joys. Nor let a thought 
Of discord, or disquiet past^ molest thee ; 
But to a long oblivion give thy cares, 
And let us melt the present hour in bliss. 
Cal. Seek not to sooth me with thy false endear* 
ments, - 
To charm me with thy softness : *tis in vain : 
Thou can*st no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The hours of folly, and of fond delight, 
Are wasted all, and fled ; those that remain 
Are doom'd to weeping, anguish, and repentance* 
I come to charge thee with a long account, 
Gf all the sorrows I haVe known already. 
And all I have to come; thoii hast undc^ne me. 

LotA. Unjust Calista I dost thou call it ruin. 
To love as we have done ; to melt, to languish. 
To wish for somewhat exquisitely happy. 
And then be blest cv'n to that wish's height ? 
To die with joy, and straight to live again 5 40 

Speechless to gaze, and with tumultuous transport— 

Cal. Oh, let me hear nb more ; I cannot bear it ; 
'Tis deadly to remembrance. Let that night. 
That guilty night, be blotted from the year ; 
<* Let not the voice of mirth or music know it; 
" Let it be dark and desolatfe ; no stars 
** To glitter o'er it ; let it wish for light, 
" Yet want it still, and vainly wait the dawn ;** 
For 'twas the night that gave me up to shame. 
To sorrow, to the false Lotliario. 
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Loth. Hear this, ye pow*rs 1 mark, how the fair de- 
ceiver 
Sadly complains of violated truth ; 
She calls me false, ev*n she, the faithless she, 
Whom day and night, whom heav*n and earth have 

heard 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly protest. 

Ten thousand times, she would he only mine ; 

And yet, hehold, she has given herself away. 

Fled from my arms, and wedded to another, 

£v'n to the man whom most I hate on earth. — 

Cd/. Art thou so base to upbraid me with a crime. 
Which nothing but thy cruelty could cause \ 6i 

If indignation raging in my soul. 
For thy unmanly insolence and scorn, 
Urg'd me to a deed of desperation. 
And wound myself to be reveng'd on thee. 
Think whom I should devote to death and hell. 
Whom curse as my undoer, but Lothario ; 
Uadst thou been just, not all Sciolto's powV, 
Not all the vows and pray'rs of sighing Altamont, 
Could have prevail'd, or won me to forsake thee. 

Loth. How have I faiPd in justice, or in love ? 
Burns not my flame as brightly as at first ? 
Ev'n now my heart beats high, I languish for thee. 
My transports are as fierce, as strong my wishes. 
As if thou ne'er hadst blest me with thy beauty. 

Cal. How didst thou dare to think that I would live 
A slave to base desires, and brutal pleasures. 
To be a wretched wanton for thy leisure. 
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To toy, and waste an hour of idle time with ? 
My soul^isdains thee for so mean a thought. 80 
Lotk: The driving storm of passion Will have way, 
And I must yield before it. Wert thou calm, 
t,ove, the poor crimmal, whom thou hast doom'd, 
Has yet a thousand tender things to plead, 
To charm thy rage, and mitigate his fate. 

Enter behind them AltaMONT. 

Alt, " I have lost my peace"— Ha" ! do I live and 

wake? 
Cal. Hadst thou been true, how happy had I been! 
Not Altamont, but thou, hadst been my lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I happiness with thee ? 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curst ; 
For thee my secret soul each hour arraigns me, 
Calls me to answer for my virtue stain'd. 
My honour lost to thee : for thee it haunts me 5 
With stern Sciolto vowing vengeance on me : 
With Altamont complaining for his wrongs—*— 
Alt, Behold him here — [Coming forward, 

Cal, Ah! [Starting, 

Alt, The wretch ! whom thou hast made. 
Curses and sorrows hast thou heap'd upon him, 99 
And vengeance is the only good that's left. [Drawing, 
Loth, Thou hast ta'en me somewhat unawares, 'tis 
true : 
But love and war take turns, like day and night. 
And little preparation serves my turn. 
Equal to both, and arm*d for either field. 
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We've long been foes, this moment ends our quarrel; 
Earth, Heav'n, and fair Calista judge the combat I 
Cat, Distraiilion I Fury ! Sorrow ! Shame 1 and 

death 1 
** Alt. Thou hast talk'd too much, thy breath is 
poison to me ; 
*' It taints the ambient air ; this for my father, 
" This for Sciolto, and this last for Altamont.** 

{They fight ; Lothario U woundid once or twice^ 
and then falls. 
Loth, Oh, Altamonti thy genius is the stronger! 
Thou hast prevail'd! — My fierce ambitious soul 
Declining droops, and all her fires grow pale, ; 
Yet let not this advantage swell thy pride, 
1 conquer'd in my turn, in love I triumph'd. 
Those joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fate; 
That sweet revenge comes smiling to my thoughts, 
Adorns my fall, and cheers my heart in dying. [D««. 

CaL And what remains for me, beset with shame. 
Encompassed round with wretchedness ? There is lao 
But this one way to break the toil, and *scape. 

[She catches up Lothario*s sword, and offers to hill 
herself; Altamont ra«i to her, and wrests it from 
her, 
Alt* What means thy frantic rage ! 
CaL Off! let me go. 

Alt. Oh ! thou hast more than murder'd me ; yet 
still. 
Still art thou here ! and my soul starts with horror* 
At thought of any danger that may reach thee. 
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CtU. Think*st thou I mean to live \ to be forgiv*n } 
Ob, thou hast known but little of Calista 1 
If thou had'st never heard my shame, if only 
The midnight moon and silent stars had seen it, 
I would not bear to be reproach*d by them, 
But dig down deep to find a grave beneath. 
And hide me from their beams* 

Sciotto within.'] What, ho t my son ! 

** AU, It is Sciolto calls ; come near and find me ; 
*< The wretched'st thing of all my kind on earth.*' 

Cat. Is it the voice of thunder, or my father \ 
Madness I Confusion ! let the storm come on, 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me ; 
Dash my devoted bark, ye surges, break it 1 S40 

*Tis for my ruin that the tempest rises. 
When I am lost, sunk to the bottom low. 
Peace shall return, and all be calm again. 

Enter Sciolto. 

Set. Ev'n now Rossano leapM the garden wall— « 
Ha I Death has been among you — Oh, my fears I 
Last night thou had'st a difference with thy friend. 
The cause thou gav*st me was a damn'd one. 
Did'st thou not wrong the man who told thee truth ? 
Answer me quick-— 

Alt. Oh ! press me not to speak ; 
Ev'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you. See that body. 
And guess my shame : my ruin ! Oh, Calista I 

Sci, It is enough I but I am slow to execute^ 



1 
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And justice lingers mmy lazy hand ; 
Thus let me wipe dishonour from my nspnae. 
And cut thee from the earth* thpu stain to goodness— 
[OJirs to kill CaljLsta, Altanaont iolds Urn* 

Alt, Stay thee, Sciolto, thou rash father, stay. 
Or turn the point on meyand through my breast 
Cut out the bloody passage to Cali^ta : t6o 

So shall my love be perfe^ while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wi^h'd to. live. 

Cat, No, Altamont; my heart that scom*d thy love. 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity. 
Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I seem, 
Still I have something of Sciolto's virtue. 
Yes, yes, my father, I applaud thy justice ; 
Strike home, and I will bless thee for the blow : 
Be merciful, and firee me from my pain; 
*Tis sharp, Uis terrible, and I could curse 
The cheerful day, men, earth, and heav'h, and thee, 
£v'n thee, thou venerable good old man. 
For being author of a wretch like me. 

AU. Listen not to the wildness of her raving; 
Remember nature! Should thy daughter's murder 
Defile that hand, so just, so gireat in arms, 
Her blood would rest upon thee to posterity, 
Pollute thy name, and sully all thy wars. 

Cat, Have I not wronged his gentle nature much ? 
And yet behold him pleading for my life I 189 

Lost as. thou art to virtue. Oh, Calistal 
I think thou can*st not bear to be outdone ; 
Then haste to die, and be oblig'd no more. 
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ScL Thy pious care has giv'n me time to think, 
And sav'd me from a crime ; then rest, my sword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever sacred. 
Nor will 1 stain thee with a rash revenge. 
Bpt mark me well, I will have justice done ; 
Hope not to bear away thy crimes unpunished : 
I will see justice executed on thee, 
£v'n to a Roman stridtness; and thou, nature. 
Or whatsoe^r thou art that plead*st within me, 
Be still ; thy tender strugglings are in vain. 

Col* Then am I doom*d to live, and bear your 
triumph ? 
To groan beneath your scorn and fierce upbraiding, 
Daily to be reproached, and have my misery 
At mom, at noon, at night told over to me, 
** Lest my remembrance might grow pitiful, 
«* And grant a moment's interval of peace j" 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father ? soo 

I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

Sci. Hence, from my sight I thy father cannot bear 
thee; 
Fly with thy infamy to some dark cell. 
Where, on the confines of eternal night. 
Mourning, misfortune, cares, and anguish dwell ; 
Where ugly shame hides her opprobrious head. 
And death and hell detested rule maintain ; 
There howl out the remainder of thy life, 
And wish thy name may be no more rememb«r'd. 

Cat, Yes, I will fly to some such dismal place. 
And be more curs'd than you can' wish I were % 
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This fatal fbrm that drew on tny undoings 

Fasting, and tears, and hardship shall destroy; 

Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I know. 

Nor ought that may continue hated life. 

Then, when you see me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 

StretchM at my length, and dying in my cave. 

On that cold earth I mean shall be my grave. 

Perhaps yoii may relent, and sighing say, 

At length her tears have wash'd her stains away; 

At length 'tis time her punishment should cease ; 

Pie, thou {K>or sufF*hng wretch, and be at peace. 

{Exit Calista* 
Set. Who of my servants wait there i 

Enter two cr three Servants^ 

Raise that body, an4 bear it in. On your lives 
Take care my doors be guarded well, that none 
Pass out, or enter, but by my ap^intment. 

[Exeunt Servants, woith Lothario's boif* 

AU. There is a fatal fury in your visage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces destruftion,^ 
** My father, I am sick of many sorrows, 
** Ev'n now my easy heart is breaking with *em| 
<* Yet, above ally one fear distntfls me most ;** 
I tremble .at the vengeance whidi you meditate 
On the poor, £uthle8$, lovely, dear Calista. 

Sci, Hast thou uot read what brave Virginius did ? 
With his own hand he 9\^ his only daughter. 
To save fcer from the fisnDe Decemvir's lust. 
He slew her, yet wiMpottod, to prevent 
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THe shame wluch she m^ght know. Then wh^t 9houl4 

I do? 
But thou hast ty'd my hand.-— ^I wo' not kill h^r^ 
Yet, by the ruin she has brought upon us^ S40 

The common infamy that brands us both> 
She shall not 'scape* 

Alu You mean that she shall die then \ 
Sci, Ask me not what, npr how I have r^5Qlv*d> 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Oh, Altamont I What a vast scheme of joy 
Has this one day destroy'd ? Well did I hop^ 
This daughter would have blest my latter days ; 
That I should live to see you the world's wonder^ 
So happy, great, and good that none were like y9i^« 
While I, from busy life and care set free> 
Had spent the evening of my age at home. 
Among a little prattling race of yours : 
There, like an old man, talk'd a-while, s^nd thew 
Laid down and slept in peace. Instead of this, 
Sorrow and shame must bring me to my grave—— 
** Oh, damn her! damn herl'* 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv. Arm yourself, my lord : 
Rossano, who but now escap'4 the gardeu, 
Has gathered in the street a band of rioters, 260 

Who threaten you an^ all your friends with ruin, 
Unless Lothario be returned in safety. \£xit^ 

Sci, By Heav'n, their fury rises to my wish, 
Kor shall nusfortune know my house alone, 

C ij 
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But thou, Lothario, and thy race shall pay me 
For all the sorrows which my age is curs'd with. 
I think my name as great, my friends as potent. 
As any in the state ; all shall be summon 'd ; 
I know that all will join their hands to ours. 
And vindicate thy vengeance. When our- force 
Is full, and aim'd, we shall expcft thy sword 
To join with us, and sacriftce to justice. — 

[Exit Sciolto. 
" A/t, There is a stupid weight upon my senses; 
** A dismal sullen stillness, that succeeds 
** The storm of rage and grief, like silent death, 
** After the tumult and the noise of life. 
«* Would it were death, as sure 'tis wond'rous like it, 
** For I am sick of living ; my soul's pall'd, 
** She kindles not with anger or revenge: 
** Love was th' informing, aftive fire within : 280 
** Now that is quench 'd, the mass forgets to move, 
** And longs to mingle with its kindred earth.'* 

[^A tumultuous noisgy with clashing of swords^ 
as at a little distance. 

Enter Lavinia, with two Servants^ their swords dranm. 

Lav. Fly, swiftly fly ; to my Horatio's aid. 
Nor lose your vain officious cares on me ; 
Bring me my lord, my husband, to my arms; 
He is Lavinia's life ; bring him me safe. 
And I shall be at case, be well and happy. 

^ Exeunt Servants. 

Alt, Art thou Lavinia? Oh ! what barb'rous hand 



Could wrong thy poor defenceless innocencei 
And leave such marks of more than savage f jry ? 
Zmv. My brother! Oh, my heart is full of fears j 
Perhaps cv'n now my dear Horatio bleeds.^F«<> 
Npt far from hence, as passing to the port. 
By a mad multitude we were surrounded, 
Who ran upon us with uplifted swords, 
And cry*d aloud for vengeance, and Lothario. 
My lord, with ready boldness, stood the shpck, 
To shelter me from danger 5 but in vain, 
Had not a party from Sciolto*s palace 
Rush'd out, and snatch'd me from amidst the fray. 
AU. What of my friend ? ^01 

Lav. Ha! by my joys, 'tis he ! llooAing cut . 
He lives, he comes to bless me, he is safe ! 

Enter Ho&atio, mth tn^o or thneServ(^nU% their sword$ 

drawn* 

tst Ser. 'Twei'e at the vitmost hazard of your life 
To venture forth again, till we are strpnger : 
Their number trebles ours* 

Hot. No matter, let it ) 
l)eath is not half so shocking as tbat trsMtor* 
My honest soul is mad with indignation, 
To think her plainness could be so abus^d^ 
As to mistake that wretch, and call him friend | 
I cannot bear the sight. 

Ah. Open, thou earthy 
Gape wide, and take me dowa to thy dark bosofti^ 
To hide me from Horatio. 

Giij 
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Hor. Oh, Lavinia ! 
Believe not but I joy to see thee safe : 
Would our ill. fortune had not drove us hither : 
I could ev'n wish we rather had been wreck'd 
On any other shore, than sav*d on thi&. 390 

Lav. Oh, let us bless the mercy that preserved us,^ 
That gracious pow'r that sav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the sacrifice of praise, 
Otfer forgiveness too ; be thou like Heav.'n, 
And put away th* offences of thy friend, i 

Far, far from thy remembrance. 

'< Alt, I have mark'd hin^ 
" To see if one forgiving glance stole hither; 
*' If any spark of friendship were alive. 

That would by sympathy at meeting glow, 

And strive to kindle up the flame a-new ; 
** 'Tis lost, 'tis gone; his soul is quite estrang'd, 
*< And knows me for its counterpart no more. 

*< Hor. Thou kiiow'st thy rule, thy empire in Ho- 
ratio^ 
'< Nor canst thou ask in vain, command in vain, 
" Where nature, reason, nay, where love is judge ; 
*< But when you urge my temper to comply 
** With what it most abhors, I cannot do it. 

" Lav, Where didst thou get this sullen gloomy 
hate } I 

** It was not in thy nature to be thus; 340 

** Come, put it ofl^ and let thy heart be cheerful, 
** Be gay again, and know the joys of friendship, 
** The trust, security, and mutual tenderness, 
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*' The double joys, where each is glad for both ; 
" Friendshi|>, the wealth, the last retreat and strength, 
** Secure against ill fortune, and the world." 
ffor. I am not apt to take a light offence. 
^J5ut patient of the failings of my friends^ 
-• And willing to forgive ; but when an injury 
Stabs to the heart, and rouses my resentment, 
(Perhaps it is the fault of my rude nature) 
I own, I cannot easily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou hast forgot me. 
Hor, No. 

Ait. Why are thy eyes 
Impatient of me then, scornful, and fierce ? 

Hor, Because they speak the meaning of my heart ; 
Because they're honest, and disdain a villain. 
Ali. I've wrong'd thee much, Horatio. 
Hor. True, thou hast. 360 

When I forget it, may I be a wretch, 
Vile as thyself, a false perfidious fellow. 
An infamous, believing, British husband. 
Alt. l*ve wrong*d thee much, and Heav'n has well 
aveng'd it. 
I have not, since we parted, been at peace. 
Nor known one joy sincere ; " our broken friendship 
*< Pursu'd me to the last retreat of love, 
*< Stood glaring like a ghost, and made me cold with 

horror. 
" Misfortunes on misfortunes press upon me, 
** Swell o'er my head like waves, and dash me down 5 
'' Sorrow, remorse, and shame, have torn my soul ? 

I 
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« They hang, like winter, on my youthful hopes, 
«« And blapt the spring and pronit«e (^f my yc»r.'* 

Lav. "So flow'rp are gathered to udorn si grave, 
«' To lose their freshness amongst hones siiiid rottenness, 
" And have their odours stifled in the dust.** 
Canst thoii hear this, thou caruel, h^d Hemtio ? 
Canst thou behold thy Alt^mont undone > 
" That gentle, that dear youth! canst thou behold 

him," 
His poor heart broken, death in his pale visage, gSo 
And groaning out his woes, yet stand unmov'd } 

Hor, The brave and wise I pity in misfortune ; 
But when ingratitude and folly suffers, 
»Ti8 weakness to be touch'd. 

Alt. I wo'not ask thee 
To pity or forgive me ; but confess, 
This scorn, this insolence of hate, is just ; 
'Tis constancy of mind, and manly in thee. 
But, Oh ! had I been wronged by thee, Hor4tio# 
There is a yielding softness in my heart 
Cou*d ne'er have stopd it out ; but I had ran, 
With streaming eyes, and open arms, upen thee^ 
And press'd thee close, close I 

Hor. I must hear no more, 
Thy weakness is contagious ; I shall catch it^ 
And be a tame, fond wretch. 

Lav. Where would'st thou go } 
Would'stthou part thus? you shall not, 'tis impossible J 
For I will bar thy passage, kneeling thus 
Perhaps thy cruel hand may spurn me off, 400 
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Sut I will throw my body in thy way. 

And thou shalt trample o*er my faithful bosom, 

Tread on me, wound me, kill me, ere thou pass* 

Alt. Urge not in vain thy pious suit, Lavinia, 
I have enough to rid me of my pain. 
Calista, thou hadst reach'd my heart before ; 
To make all sure, my friend repeats the blow : 
But in the grave our cares shall be forgotten. 
There love and friendship cease. [Falls. 

[Lavinia runs to Aim^ and endeavors to raise Aim. 

** Lav. Speak to me, Altamont. 
*< He faints I he dies ! Now, turn and see thy triumph ! 
** My brother! But our cares shall end together; 
<* Here will I lay me down by thy dear side, 
** Bemoan thy too hard fate, then share it with thee, 
** And never see my cruel lord again.'* 

[Horatio mns to Altamont, and raises Aim in 
Ais arms. 

hor. It is too much to bear I Look up, my Alta- 
mont ! 
My stubborn, unrelenting heart has kill'd him. 
" nook up and bless me ; tell me that thou liv'st. 
** Oh ! I have urg'd thy gentleness too far ; 

[//<? revives, 
" Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me ; 420 
A flood of tenderness comes o'er my soul 5 
I cannot speak — I love, forgive, and pity thee — 

jilt. I thought that nothing cou'd have stay*d my 
soul; 
That long ere this her flight had reach'd the stars ; 
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But thy known voice has ]ur*d her back again. 
Methinks, I fain wouM set all right with thee» 
Make up this most unlucky breach, and then> 
With thine and Heaven's forgiveness on my soul. 
Shrink to my grave, and be at case for ever. 

Hor. By hcav'n, my heart bleeds for thee ; e'n this 
moment, 
I feel thy pangs of disappointed love. 
*^ Is it not pity that this youth should fall, 
<* That all his wond'rous goodness should be lost, 
<< And the world never know it \ Oh, my Altamont!" 
Give me thy sorrows, let me bear 'em for thec^ 
And shelter thee from ruin. 

Lav, Oh, my brother. 
Think not but we will share in all thy woes } 
We'll sit all day, and tell sad tales of love : 
And when we light upon some faithless wojnan, 440 
Some beauty, like Calista, false and fair. 
We'll fix our grief, and our complaining there ; 
We'll curse the nymph that drew the ruin on. 
And mourn the youth that was, like th^e, undone. 

[ExeunL 
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ACTF. SCENE I. 



A Room hung with Black ; on, one side Lothario's Body on 
a Bier ; on the other a TMe^ with a Scull and othfr 
Bones^ a Book and a Lamp on it. 

Calista is discovered on a Couch, in Black ; her Hair 
hanging loose and disordered* After soft Mttsic, ■ 
she rises and comes forward. 

"SONG. 

*' HeAR^ you midnight phantoms^ kear^ 
** You who pale and wan appear^ 
*' And fill the wretch who wdkes with fear ; 
" You, who wander, scream and groan 
** Round the mansions once your own ; 
** You, who still your crimes upbraid \ 
** You who rest not with the dead; 

** From the coverts where you stray, 
*' Where you lurk and shun the day^ 
** From the chamel and the tomb, 
** Hither haste ye, hither come, 

" Ckide Calista for delay, 
" Tell her. His for her you stay \ 
" Bid htr die and come away. 
♦* See the sexton with his spade, 
** See the grave already made ; 
** Listtn,Jair one, to thy knell, . 
*' This music is thy passing bell.*'' 
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Col, 'Tis well! these solemn sounds, this pomp of 
horror, 
Are fit to feed the frenzy in my soul. 20 

Here's room for meditation ev*n to madness ; 
Till the mind burst with thinking. This dull flame 
Sleeps in the socket. Sure the book was left 
To tell me something ; — for instni6tion then^ 
He teaches holy sorrow and contrition. 
And penitence. — ^Is it become an art, then ? 
A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen 
Can teach us to do over ? I'll no more o'nt ; 

[^Throwing amay the hooL 
I have more real anguish in my heart. 
Than all their pedant discipline e*er knew. 
What charnel has been rifled for these bones ? 
Fie ! this is pageantry ; — they look uncouthly. 
But what of that, if he or she that own*d 'cm 
Safe from disquiet sit, and smile to see 
The farce their miserable relidls play ? 
But here's a sight is terrible indeed I 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay, Lothario, 
That dear perfidious — Ah ! — how pale he looks,! 
How grim with clotted blood, and those dead eyes ! 
Ascend, ye ghosts, fantastic forms of night, 40 

In all your different dreadful shapes ascend. 
And match the present horror, if you can. 

Ent€r SciOLTO. 
Set. This dead of night, this silent hour of dark- 



ness 



» 
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Nature for rest ordain'dy-and soft repose; 

And yet distra£lion, and tumultuous jars. 

Keep all our frighted citizens awake : 

** The senate, weak, divided, and irresolute, 

«< Want pow'r to succour the affli6ted state. 

** Vainly in woi-ds and long debates they're wise, 

** While the fierce faftions scorn their peaceful 

orders, 
** And drown the voice of law in noise and anarchy.'* 
Amidst the general wreck, see where she stands, 

[Pointing to Calista. 
like Helen, in the night when Troy was sack'd. 
Spectatress of the mischief which she made. 

Cal. It is Sciolto ! Be thyself, my soul ; 
Be strong to bear his fatal indignation. 
That he may see thou art not lost so far. 
But somewhat still of his great spirit lives 
In the forlorn Calista. 

Scf . Thou wert once 60 

My daughter. 

Cal, Happy were it I had dy'd, 
And never lost that name. 

Set. That's something yet ; 
Thou wert the very darling of my age : 
I thought the day too short to gaze upon thee, 
That all the blessings I could gather for thee, 
By cares on earth, and by my pray'rs to Heav'n, 
Were little for my fondness to bestow ; 
Why didst thou turn to folly, then, and curse me ? 

Cai* Because my soul was rudely drawn from yours; 

H 
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A poor imperfe^ copy of my father, 

<< Where goodness, and the strength of manly virtue, 

<< Was thinly planted, and the idle void 

<< Fill'd up with light belief, and easy fondness ;*' 

It was, because I lov'd, and was a woman. 

Sd. Hadst thou been honest, thou hadst been a 
cherubim ; 
But of that joy, as of a gem long lost. 
Beyond redemption gone, think we no more. 
Hast thou e-er dar'd to meditate on death ? 80 

CaL I have, as on the end of shame and sorrow. 

Sci, Ha! answer me! Say, hast thou coolly thought) 
*Tis not the stoick*s lessons got by rote. 
The pomp of words, and pedant dissertations. 
That can sustain thee in that hour of terror ; 
Books have taught cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the trial comes, they stand aghast ; 
Hast thou considered what may happen after it } 
How thy account may stand, and what to answer f 

CaL I*ve turn'd my eyes inward upon myself^ 
Where foul offence and shame have laid all waste ; 
Therefore my soul abhors the wretched dwelling, 
And longs to find some better place of rest. 

Sci, 'Tis justly thought, and worthy of that spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian breasts, when Rome 
Was mistress of the world. I wou'd go On, 
And tell thee all my purpose ; but it sticks 
Here at my heart, and cannot find a way. 

Col. Then spare the telling, if it foe a pain, 
And write the meaning with your poignard here. 100 
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Sci. Oh I truly gucss'd— see 'st thou, this trembling 
hjrnd— [Holding up a dagger. 

Thrice justice urg'd — and thrice the slackening sinews 
Forgot their office, and confessed the father. 
At length the stubborn virtue has prevail'd. 
It must, it must be so^Oh 1 take it then, 

[Giving the dagger* 
And k^ow the rest untaught. 

CaL I understand you. 
It is but thus, and both are satisfy'd. 

[She ^er$ ta kill kerfelf: Sciolto catches hid 
of her arm» 

Set. A moment, give me yet a moment's space. 
The stern, tJie rigid judge has been obey'd ; 
Now nature, and the father, claim their turns. 
I've Iield the bala^rtce with an iron hand. 
And put off evVy tender human thought, . 
To doom my child to death ; but spare my eyes 
The most unnatural sight, lest their strings cracky 
My old brain split, and I grow mad with horror. 

Cal. Hal is it possible ) and is there yet 
Some little dear remain of love and tenderness 
For poor, undone Calista, in your heart ? 

Set. Oh ! when I think what pleasure I took in 
thee, 120 

What joys thou gav'st me in thy prattling infancy. 
Thy sprightly wit, and early blooming beauty ; 
How have I stood, and fed my eyes upon thee. 
Then, lifting up my hands, and wond'ring, blest thee 5 
By my strong grief, my heart ev'n melts within me; 

Hij 
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I could curse Nature, and that tyrant, honour^ 
For making me thy father, and thy judge ; 
Thou art my daughter still. 

Cal. For that kind word. 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth. 
Weep on your feet, and bless you for this goodness. 
Oh 1 'tis too much for this offending wretch. 
This parricide, that murders with her crimes. 
Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off. 
Ere little more than half his years be numbered. 

Set. Would it were otherwise — but thou must die.— 

CaL That I must die, it is my only comfort ; 
Death is the privilege of human nature. 
And life without it were not worth our taking: 
" Thither the poor, the prisoner, and the mourner, i !• 
** Fly for relief, and lay their burthens down," 
Come then, and take me into thy cold arms. 
Thou meagre shade; here let me breathe my last, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and forgiveness, 
More than if angels tun'd their golden viols, 
And sung a requiem to my parting soul. 

Set. I'm summoned hence; ere this my friends ex* 
pe6l me. 
There is I know not what of sad presage. 
That tells me, I shall never see thee more ; 
If it be so, this is our last farewel, 
And these the parting pangs, which nature feels, 
When anguish rends the heart-strings — Oh, my 

daughter I [Exk Scioltol 

C«/. Now think, thou curst Calista, now behold . 
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nrbe desa]Ati0n» horror^ biood, and rutn, 

1"hy crimes and fatal folly spread around, 

That loudly cry for vengeance oa fhy head $ . 

Yet Heay*n, who knows ourweak, imperfe^ natures, 

How blind with pa$6ion9| and how prone to evil. 

Makes not too sjn^ inquiry for offences, 

But is aton'd by penitence and pray'r : 160 

Cheap recompencel here 'twould not be receiv'd. 

Nothing. but blood can make the expiation. 

And cleanse- th^ soul from inbred, deep pi>Uution. « 

And *ee, another injur'd wretch is come. 

To call for justice from my tardy hand. 

Enter Altamont. 

Alt, Hail t9 yqu^ horrors! hail, thou house pf 
death! 
And thou, the lovely mistress of these shades. 
Whose beauty gilds the more than midnight darkness, 
And makes Ix grateful as the dawn of day. 
Oh, take me in, a fellow-mourner, with thee, 
I'll number groan for groan, and tear for tear; 
And when the fountain of thy eyes are dry. 
Mine shall supply the stream, and weep for both. 

Cal, I know thee well, thou art theinjur'd Altamont; 
Thou com'st to urge me with Jthe wrongs I've done 

thee; 
But know, I stand upon the brink of life, 
And in a moment mean to set me free 
. From shame and thy upbraiding. 

AlL Falsely, falsely 

Hiij 
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Dost thou accuse mei When did I complain, 180 

Or murmur at my fate } *^ For thee I have 

'< Forgot the temper of Italian husbands, 

<' And fondness has prevail'd upon revenge." 

I bore my load of infamy with patience, 

<< As holy men do punishment from Heav'n ;'* 

Nor thought it hard, because it came from thee. 

Oh, then, forbid me not to mouni thy loss. 

To wish some better fate had rul'd our loves. 

And that Calista had been mine, and true. 

CaL Oh, Altamont ! 'tis hard for souls like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amiss. 
But, Oh, behold 1 my proud disdainful heart 
Bends to thy gentler virtue. Yes, I own. 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderness, and love ; 
*< Such are the graces that adorn thy youth," 
That, were I not abandon'd to destruction. 
With thee 1 might have liv'd for ages bless'd. 
And dy'd in peace within thy faithful arms. 

Mt, Then happiness is still within our reach. 
Here let remembrance lose our past misfortunes, 200 
Tear all records that hold the fatal story ;, 
Here let our joys begin, .from hence go on. 
In long successive order. 
CaL What I in death? 

Alt, Then, art thou fix'd to die ? Butbe it so ; 

We'll go together ; my advent'rous love 
Shall follow thee *^ to those uncertain beings. 
** Whether our lifeless shades are doom'd to wander 
** In gloomy groves, with discontented ghosts; 
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*• Or whctlier thro* the upper air we fleet, 

** And tread the fields of light ; still TU pursue thee,'* 

'Till fate ordains that we shall part no more. 

CaL Oh, no ! Heav'n has some other better lot in 
store 
To crown thee with. Live, and be happy long; 
ILive, for some maid that shall deserve thy goodness. 
Some kind, unpraftis'd heart, that never yet 
Has listen'd to the false ones ef thy sex, 
Nor known the arts of ours ; she shall reward thee. 
Meet thee with virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm thee with sweetness, beauty, and with truth; 220 
Be blest in thee alone, and thou in her» 

EnUr Horatio. 

Hot, Now, mourn indeed, ye miserable pair; 
For now the measure of your woes is full. 

Ait. What dost thou mean, Horatio i 

Har. Oh, 'tis dreadful I 
The great, the good Sciolto dies this moment. 

Cai. My father! 

Ali. That's a deadly stroke, indeed. 

Hor* Not long ago he privately went forth, 
Attended but by few, and those unbidden. 
1-heard which way he took, and straight pursu'd him; 
But found him compass'd by Lothario's faction, 
Almost alone, amidst a crowd of foes. 
Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back; 
Ere that, his frantic valour had provok'd 
The dcatli he seem'd to wish for from their sVvords. 
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Cai. And dost thou bear me yet^ thou patient 
earth? 
Dost thou not labour with thy murd'rous weight ? 
And yoi;, ye glitt*ring, heav'nly host of stars. 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I shall blast you ; 240 
For I am all contagion, death, and ruin. 
And nature sickens at me. Rest, thou worldt 
This parricide shall be thy plague no more ; 
Thus, thus I set thee free. ISt^s Jkerseif. 

Her, Oh, fatal rashness 1 

Alt. Thou dost instruct me well. To lengthen life, 
Is but to trifle-now. 

[ Altamont offers to kill kimulfi Horatio ^e* 
vents Aintf and wrests his sword from him. 

Hot* Ha ! what means 
The frantic Altamont ? Some foe to man 
Has breathM on ev Vy breast contagious fury» 
And epidemic madness. 

Enter SciOLTO, pale and bloody f supporttd by servants* 

Cal, Oh, my heart I 
Well may'st thou fail; for see, the spring that fed 
Thy vital stream is wasted, and runs low. 
My father ! will you now, at last, forgive mc. 
If, after all my crimes, and all your suiF'rings, 
I call you once again by tliat dear name } 
Will you forget my shame, and those wide wounds? 
lift up your hand, and bless me, ere I go 
Down to my dark abode ? fi6o 

Scu Alas, my daughter! 
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Thou hast rashly ventur'd in a stormy sea, 
"Where life, fame, virtue, all were wreck'd and lost. 
But sure thou hast borne thy part in all the anguish, 
And smarted with the pain. Then, rest in peace : 
Jjet silence and oblivion hide thy name. 
And save thee from the malice of posterity ; . 
And may'st thou find with Heav'n the same forgive, 
ness. 

As with thy father here. Die, and be h»ppy. 

Cai. Celestial sounds! Peace dawns upon my soul, 
Andev'ry pain grows less — Oh, gentle Altamont! 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone; 

But pity me Had I but early known 

Thy wond*rous worth, thou excellent young man. 
We had been happier both— -Now, 'tis too late ; 
And yet my eyes take pleasure to behold theej 

Thou art their last dear obje6t Mercy, Heaven ! 

l^SAe dies* 
Alt. Cold ! dead, and cold ! and yet thou art not 
changed, 
But lovdy stiU. Hadst thou a thousand faults. 
What heart so hard, what virtue so severe, s8o 

But at that beauty must of force relented. 
Melted to pity, love, and to forgiveness \ 
Set, Oh, turn thee from that fatal obje6l, Alta- 
mont, 
Come near, and let me bless thee, ere I die* 
To thee, and brave Horatio, I bequeath 

My fortunes Lay me by thy noble father^ 

And love my memory, as thou hast his ; 
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For thou Iiast beea my son — Oh, gracious HcaY'ni 

Thou thai bast endless blessings still in store 

For virtue, and for filial piety. 

Let grief, disgrace, and y^ant be far away ; 

But multiply thy mercies on his head. 

Let honour, greatness, goodness, stiU be with him, 

And peace in all his way s [& dkL 

Alt. Take, take it all : 
To thee, Horatio» I resign the gift. 
While I pursue my father* and my love. 
And find my only portion in the grave. 

Hot, The storm of grief bears hard upon his youth, 
And bends him, like a drooping flower to earth, 300 
By such examples are we taught to prove 
The sorrows that atteiul unlawful love. 
Death, or some worse misfortune, soon divide. 
The injured bridegroom from his guilty bride. 
If you would have the nuptial union last. 
Let virtue be the bond that ties it fast. 

\lLx€uni omnti. 
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ICOU see the tripping dame could find no 'favour ; 

Dearly she paid for breach oj" good behaviour i 

Nor could her loving husband*s fondness save her. 

Italian ladies lead but scurvy lives, 

There^s dreadful dealings with eloping wives: 

Thus *tis, because these husbands are obeyed 

By force of laws, which for themselves they made. 

With tales of old prescriptions, they confine 

The right of marriage^rules to their male line^ 

And huff, and domineer by right divine. 

Had we the pow^r, w€d make the tyrants know^ 

What *tis to fail in duties which i^ey owe; 

We'd teach the sauntering squire, who loves to roam, 

Forgetful of his own dear spouse at home; 

Who snores f at night, supinely by ker side ; 

*Twas not for this the nuptial knot was ty*d. 

The plodding petty fogger, and the cit. 

Have learned, at least, this modem way of wit. 

Each ill-bred, senseless rogue, tho* ne'er so dull. 

Has tic impudence to think his wife a fool; 

He spends the night, where merry wags resort. 

With joking clubs, and eighteen-penny port ; 

While she, poor soul, 's contented to regale. 

By a sad sea^coal fire, with wigs and ale. 



tVtUwuty tie cuckeid-Kolang tribe find grace. 

And fill aa aimt iiuSand's tmptjt place. 

If you aou'd t'er bring tctutancy is JaiAien, 

Yeu nen mint first iegin the re/ormatiim. 

ThcB tkall the goidtn age of love returx, 

Nil tarlU far her wand'ring male tkall maUTTt; 

No foreign ciarwu siall cause dametlU strife. 

Bat every married man siall toast Ais wife ; 

PkiUit shaU net be to the cauntty sent. 

For cartiivals in toam to keep a tedious Lent ; 

Lampoons shall cease, and envious scandal die. 

And all siall live in peace. Hie my good man and I. 



